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BABBITT 



The tomn of Zeoith a^rired above the morning mist; an* 
tot towen of sUd and cement and limestone, sturdy as cH|^ ^ 
and ddicate as silver rods. They were neither dtadds nor 
dmrdies, but frankly and beautifully office-buildings. 

Tbe mist took pi^ on tbe fretted structures of earlier gen- 
eratians: the Post Office with its riiin^^tortured mansard, 
the red brick minarets of hulking old houses, factories with 
tfingy and sooted windows, wooden tenements colored like 
mud. The d^ was full of such grotesqueries, but the dean 
towen were thrusting them ftom the business center, and on 
the farther hilla were shining new bouses, homes — they seemed 
— for lao^ter and tranquillity. 

Over a concrete bridge fled a limousine of long sleek hood 
and noisdcss en^ne. These people in evening clothes were 
retnniing from an all-ni^t rehearsal of a Little Theater play, 
an artistic adventure considerably illuminated by champagne. 
Bdow the bridge curved a railroad, a maze of green and 
ccimaoo li^ts. The New York Flyer boomed past, and tmnty 
Unca of polished sted leq>ed into the ^are. 

In me of the skyscrapers the wires of the Assodated Press , .\..V 

were dosing down. The tdegnqib operators wearily raised .-•^'^ 
their ceUolDid cye-sbadcs after a ni^t of talking with Paris 
and PcUng. Throng the building crawled the scrubwomen, 
yawnfaig, thdr old shoes slapping. The dawn mist spun away. 
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3 BABBITT 

Cues of men with limch-bozes damped toward the umnen^ty 
of new factories, sheets of glass and hollow tOe, glittering shops 
■wbae five thousand mot worked beneath one roof, pouring 
out the honest wares that would be sold up the Eiqihrates 
and across the veldt. The whistles rolled out in greeting a 
chorus cheerful as the ^ril dawn; the song of labor In a d^ 
built — it seemed — for ^ants. 



There was nothii^ of the giant In the aspect of the man 
who was bef^nning to awaken on the sleeping-porch of a 
IMtch Colonial house in that residential district of Zenldi 
known as Fliwal Heif^ts. 

His name was George F. Babbitt. He was forty-slz years 
(dd now, la April, 1930, and he made nothing In particular, 
ndther butter nor shoes nor poetry, but he was nimble In the 
calling of sellmg houses for more than people could afford 
to pay. 

His large bead was pink, hb brown hair thin and iby. His 
face was baby^h in slumber, despite Us wrlnltlea and the 
red spectade-doits on the slopes of his nose. He was not fat 
but he was exceedingly well fed; his che^ were pads, and 
the unroughened hand which lay hdpless vpou the khaki- 
^colored blanket was sli^tly puffy. He seemed prosperous, 
jC&Uemdy married and unromantic; and altogether unroman- 
tic"a[^)eared this sleepiug-pordi, which looked on one stable 
elm, two respectable grass-plots, a caneot drimway, and 1 
corrugated iron garage. Yet Babbitt was again dreaming of 
the fairy child, a dream more romantic than scarlet pagodas by 
a sOver sea. 

For years the fairy child had come to him. Where others 
saw but Georgie Babbitt, she discerned gallant youth. Sbt 
waited for him, in the darkness beyond mysterious groves. 
When at last he could dip away from the crowded houM he 
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dvted to her. His wife, his diunoriog friends, Boa^t to fol- 
low, but be escaped, the girl fleet beside him, and they croudted 
together oa a ahadovry hillside. She was so slim, so white, so 
eagerl She cried that he was gay and valiant, that she wonld 
wait for him, that tbty would sail — 

Rumble and bai^ of the milk-truck. 

Babbitt moaned, tmned over, strug^ed back toward his 
dreun. He could see only her face now, bqrond mis^ 
watos. The fumace-man slammed the basement door. A 
dog barked in the next yard. As Babbitt sank blissfully Into 
a dim warm tide, the paper-carrier went by whistling, and the 
roIled-tq> Advocate thnnq>ed the front door. Babbitt roused, 
his stomach constricted with alarm. As he relaxed, he was 
pierced by the familiar and irritating rattle of some one crank- 
ing a Ford: snap-ah-ab, aD^>-ah-ah, snap-ah-ah. Himsdf a 
IHOiB motwist, Babbitt cranked with the unseen driver, with 
him waited throu^ taut hours for the roar of the startii^ 
engine, with him agonized as the roar ceased and again b^an 
the infernal patient sn^h^h-ah — a round, flat sound, a shiv- 
ering cdd-moming soond, a sound infuriating and inescapable. 
Not till the rising voice of the motor told him that the Ford 
was moving was he released from the panting tension. He 
^aaced once at bis favorite tree, elm twigs against the gold 
patina of s^, and fumbled for sleep as for a drug. He iriio 
bad been a boy very credulous of life was no longer greatly 
Interested in the possible and inqirobable adventures of each 
new day. 

Be escaped from reality tUl the alarm-clock rang, at seven* 



It was the best of nationally advertised and quantitativdy 
produced alarm-docks, with all modem attachments, indud- 
faig cathedral chime, intermittent alarm, and a phosphorescent 
diaL Babbitt was proud of bong awakened by such a ridi 
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4 BABBITT 

' I device. Sodally it was almost as creditable as buying c^ 
I pen»ve cord tirea. 

He sulkily admitted now that there was no more esc^ie^ 
but be 1^ and detested the grind of the real-estate business, 
and disliked his family, and disliked himsdf for disliking them. 
Ibe evening before, he had played pAtt at Vergil Gunch's 
till midnight, and after such holidays he was irritable before 
breakfast. It may have been the tremendous hwne-brewed 
beer of the prohibition-era and the cigars to which that beer 
mticed him; it may have been resentment of return frcna 
this fine, bold man-world to a restricted region of wives and 
stcnograpbers, and of suggestions not to smoke so much. 

From the bedroom b^de the sleeping^pordi, his wife's de- 
testably cheerful "Time to get up, G«)rgie boy," and the itchy 
sound, the brisk and scratchy sound, of combing hairs out of 
a stiff brush. 

He grunted; he dragged his thick legs, in faded baby-bloc 
pajamas, from under the khaki blanket; he sat on the edg* 
of the cot, running his fingers throu^ his wild hair, while his 
plunp fe«t mechanically fdt for his slippers. He looked re> 
gretfully at the blanket — forever a suggestion to him of free* 
' dom and heroism. He had bou^t it for a canning trip iriiich 
had never come off. It symbolized gorgeous loafing gor- 
. ,_SBom cnrsiag, virile flannel shirts. 

He creaked to his feet, groaning at the waves of pain iriiidi 
passed behind his eyeballs. Though he waited for their sciKchr 
ing recurrence, he looked blurrily out at the yard. It delighted 
him, as always ; it was the neat yard of a successful buMnesj 
/' man of Zenith, that is, it was perfection, and made him also 
perfect. He regarded the corrugated iron garage. For the 
three-hundred-and-sixty-fifth time in a year be refiected, "No 
class to that tin shad. Have to build me a frame garage. 
But by gcdly it's the only thing on the place that bn't up-to- 
date) " While be stared he thought of a community garage for 
his acreage devdopment, Glei Oriok He stopped puEflng and 
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jig^iiig. Wa aims were akimbo. His pettilaiit, Bletp-swoUen 
face ma set in harder lines. He gnddenly seemed c^Hible, an 
official, a man to contrive, to direct, to get things done. 

On the vigor of his idea he was carried down the hard, 
dean, mmsed-Iooking hall into the bathroom. ^ ,. „ . . 

Tliotis^ the house was not large it bad, like all bouses on I 
Floral Heists, an altogether royal bathroom of porcelain and 
^azed tile and metal sleek as sOver. The towel-rack was a 
rod of dear ^lass set in nickel. The tub was long enou^ 
for a Frosdan Guard, and above the set bowl was a sensational 
esbibit of tooth-bnish holder, shaving-brush holder, soap-dish, 
^loage-disb, and medidne-cabinet, so glittering and so in- 
gemoia that they resembled an electrical instrument-boanL 
Bnt the Babbitt whose god was &(oda^A^liancfS-wa8 not 
pleased. The air of the bathroom waTthick with the smell of 
a heathen toothpaste. "Verona been at it again t 'Stead of 
irttr^"*E to Lilidol, like I've re-peat-ed-Iy asked her, she's gona 
and gotten some confounded stinkum stuff that makes you 
sidkl" 

The bath-mat was wrinkled and the floor was wet. (ffis 
daughter Verona eccentrically took baths in the morning, now 
and then.) He slqiped on the mat, and slid against the tub. 
He said "Damnl" Furiously he snatched i^ his tube of shav- 
ing-cream, furiondy he lathered, with a bdligerent shqiping 
of the unctuous brush, furiously he raked his plunq* OxeAt 
with a safety-razor. It pulled. The blade was dull. Ha 
nid, "Damn— oh — oh — damn iti" ,.<.■ * 

He hmted through the medidne-cabinet for a packet of 
new raxor-blades (reflecting, as invariably, "Be cheaper to 
boy one of these dinguses and strop your own blades,") and 
when be discovered the packet, bdiind the round box of bl- 
carbmate of soda, he thought ill of his wife for putting it 
there and very well of himsdf for not saying "Damn." But 
be did say it, immediatdy afterward, when with wet and 
ao^>4lqipet7 fingers be tried to remove the horrible little 
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CBvdope ud ci1q> dining oiled paper from the new bbda. 

Then there was the i»t>b!em, oft-pondered, never stdved, of 
what to do with the old blade, idiicb mi^t Inq>eril the fingert 
of his young. As usual, he tossed it on top of the medicine- 
cabinet, with a mental note that some day be must r'*n]ove 
the 6tty at sixty other blades that weiv also temporarily, 
(riled iqi there. He finished his shavin^ is a growinr testi- 
Ufm increased by his epioning headache y^iii by the emptiness 
in hia stomadi. When be was done, his round face smooth 
and atreaniy and his ^cs stinging from soapy water, he 
reached for a towd. The family towels were wet, wet and 
clammy and vSe, all of them wet, he found, as he blindly 
snatched them — his own face-towel, hia wife's, Verona's, Ted's, 
Holm's, and the lone bath-towd with the huge wdt of initial. 
Then George F. Babbitt did a dismaying thing. He wiped 
' his face on the guest-towell It was a pansy-embroidered 
trifle which always hung there to indicate that the Babbitts 
were in the best FWal Jleights society. No one had ever 
used it. No guest bad ever dared to. Guests secretively took 
a comer of the nearest regular towcL 

He was raging, "By golly, here they go and use iq) aQ the 
towels, every doggone one of 'em, and th^ use 'em and get 'em 
all wet and aoj^ing, and never put out a dry one for me — 
of course, I'm the goati — and then I want one and — I'm the 
onty person In tfae doggone house that's got the sli^test dog- 
gone bit of consideration for other people and thou^tfulness 
and consider there may be others that may want to use the 
doggone bathroom after me and ^.onsider — " 

He was pitching the chill abominations into the bath-tub, 
pleased by the vindictiveness of that desolate flapping sound; 
and in tlie midst his wife serenely trotted in, observed se- 
rendy, "WIq^ Georgie dear, idiat are you doing? Are you 
gdng to wash out the towels? Why, jrou needn't wash out 
the towels. Oh, Gew^e, you didn't go and use the gmst- 
towd, did you?" 
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ft b not ncxvded that he was aUe to amwcr. 
For tbe fiist time in we^ he was suOcintly louMd bf_ 
iaa -wife to look at her. 



Myim Babbitt— Mrs. Gaotge F. Babbitt-^ms definitely m^ 
twc^ Sie had crease* from the comen of ha mouth to the 
botton of her diin, and her plun^ neck bagged. Bat the 
thing that marked her aa having passed the line was that she 
TO looser had reticxnces before her husband, and no longer 
«anied about not having reticences. She was in a petticoat 
DOW, and coraets which bulged, and unaware of b^ng leen , 
fat bulgy corsets. She had become ao dully habituated to ^ 
married life that in her full mationlinesa she was as loless aa 
an ■"*«™^ flp" 9ie was a good woman, a kind woman, a 
diUg9t woman, but no one, save perhaps Tinka her te^ 
ycar-oU, wu at all interested In her or entir^ aware that 
she was alive. 

After a rather thoron^ diacuHion of all the domestic and 
aodal a4>ecta of towels she apologized to BiUibitt for hla 
having an alcdMillc headache; and he recovered enoo^ to 
endore the search Ixx a B.V J!>. undershirt which had, he pointed 
gut, malevdcntly been amcealed among his clean pajamas. 

He waa &triy amiable In the conference on the brown suit, 

"What do you think, Myra?" He pawed at the clothes 
fc—ttfiMul on f^ diiir ht their bedroom, while she moved about 
niyBterioasly adjusting and patting her petticoat and, to Us 
Jaundiced ^e, never seeming to get on with her dressing, 
"How about it? Shan I wear the brown Bidt another 
digr?" 

"WiHj it looks awfully nice on you." 

"I know, but gosh, it needs prassing." 

■rniatVl M. Perhtq» it does." 

'^t certainly could stand being pressed, all ri^t" 

•Va, pcrhi^ it wouldn't hurt it to be preaeed." 
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"But gee, the coat doesn't need prosng. No aease in hav- 
ing the irtude dam suit pressed, irtiea the coat doesnt need it." 

"That^ so." 

"But the pants certainly need' it, all right. Look at them 
— look at those wrinkles — the pants certainly do need press- 

lag." 

"That's so. Oh, Orargie, why couldn't yon wear the brown 
ooat with the blue trousers we were wondering what we'd do 
with tbem?" 

"Good Ixvdl Did you ever in all my life know me to weai 
the coat of one suit and the pants of another? What do you 
thbik I am? A busted bookkeeper?" 

"Well, why dont you put on the dark gray suit to-day, and 
atop in at the tailar and leave the brown trousers?" 

"Well, they certainly need— Now where the devil la that 
pay suit? Oh, yes, here we are." 

He was able to get throuf^ the other crises of dressing with 
cwnparative resoluteness and calm. 

His first adwnment was the sleeveless dimity B.VJ). 
vndenhirt, in which he resembled a small boy humwlessly 
wearing a cheesecloth tabard at a dvic pageant. He never 
put on B.VJ>.'s without thanking the God of Progress that he 
didn't wear ti^t, long, old-fashioned undergarments, IQw bin 
father-in-law and partner, Henry ThcHnpson. His second em- 
bdlishment was combing and slicking back his hair. It {pve 
him a tremendous forehead, arching vp two inches beyond 
the former hair-line. But most wonder-working of all was 
the donning of his spectacles. 

There is character In q>ectades — the pretentious tort(»se> 

I ahdl, the med: pince-nez of the school teacher, the twisted 

silver-framed j^asaa of the old villager. Babbitt's ^>ectades 

I had huge, circular, frameless lenses of the very best glass; 

I the ear-pieces were thin bats of gold. In them he was the 

modem bustnesi man ; one who gave orders to clerks and drove 

a car and played occasional golf and was achoUrly in regard 
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to Salesmanahip. His bead suddenly sppeaxti not babyish 
but weighty, and you noted his heavy, blunt nose, his straij^t 
moath and thidi, long upper lip, his chin owflesby but 
ttnxig; with respect you beheld him put on the rest of his 
nnifann as a Solid Gtizen. 

The gray suit was wdl cut, wdl made, and comi^etdy un- t . 
distingnished. It was a stajidard suit White pi[Hng od the 
V of the vest added a flavor of law and leaniing. His shoes 
were black laced boots, good boots, hon^t boots, standard 
boots, extraordinarily uninteresting boots. The only frivolity 
was in his purple knitted scarf. With considNable comment 
on the matttt to Mrs. Babbitt (wlio, acrobatically fastening 
the back of her blouse to her skirt with a safety-pin, did not 
bear a w<vd he said), he chose between the purple scarf and 
I tapestry effect with strin^ess brown harps among blown 
pohns, and into it be thrust a snake-head pin with opal eyes. 

A sensational event was changing from the brown suit to "> 
the gray the contents of bis pockets. He was earnest about 
these objects. They were of eternal importance, like basebaB 
or the Rqpublican Party. Tbey included a fount^n pen and 
a sitver pencil (always lacking a supply of new leads) which 
bdonged in the rigbthand upper vest pocket Without them 
be would have felt naked. On Us watcb-cbain were a gold 
penknife, sDvn dgar-cutter, seven keys (tbe use of two of 
which he had forgotten), afd incidentally a good watdi. De- 
pending from the chain was a large, yellowish elk's-tooth — 
pmdamation of his membership in the Benevolent and Protec- ( 
ttve Order of Elks. Most significant of all was his loose-leaf 
pocket note-book, that modem and efficient note-book which 
contained the addresses of people whom be bad forgotten, pni- 
dent memoranda of postal money-orders which had reached 
their destinations months ago, stamps which had lost their 
mndlage, cli{^ings of verses by T. Cholmondeley Frink and 
of Ae nKwspapet editorials from which Babbitt got his ofun* ' 
ions and bis pdly^Uables, notes to be sure and do things wUcb ' 
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he did not iatend to do, and one carious inacr^ ti o n U SS. 
D^.YJPJ).F. 

Bat lie had no dgarette-case. No one had ever b^^>ened 
to give him one, so he hadn't the habit, and people irtio car* 
tied dgarette-cases he regarded as effeminate. 
j Last, he stuck in his lapel the Boosters' Qub bnttm. With 
I the conciseness oi great art the batton di^ilayed two irorda: 
I "Boosters — Pep I" It made Babbitt feel loyal and importai^ 
It associated Um with Good Fellows, with men who were nic« 
ynH baman, «nH impcHlant in business drdes. It was hit 
V.C., his Legion of Honor ribbon, his Phi Beta Kappa by. 

With the subtleties of drening ran other complea worries. 
«I feel kind of punk this monung," he said. "I think I had 
too much dinner last evening. Yoa oo^tn't to serve those 
heavy banana fritttn." 

"But you asked me to have some." 

"I know, but — I tell you, when a fdknr gets past for^ 
he has to look after his digestion. Tbere^ a lot of fdlows 
that don't take pmptx care of themselves. I teU you at for^ 
a Dan's a fool or hb doctor — I mean, his own doctor. Folia 
don't give enou^ attention to this matter of dieting. Now 
I think — Couise a man ou^t to have a good meal after 
the day's work, but it would be a good thing for both of as 
if we took lighter lunches." 

"But Gcorgie, here at home I always do hive a 11^ 

"Mean to Inqily I make a bog of mysdf, eating down-towo? 
Yes, surel You'd have a swdl time if you had to eat Uie 
truck that new steward hands out to us at the Athletic Qubl 
But I (xrtainly do fed out of sorts, this morning. Fmu^, got 
a paio down here on the left sde— but no, that wouldn't be 
qH>endldtis, would it? Last nig^t, irben X was drivhig over 
to Ve^ Gunch's, I felt a pain in my stomach, too. Ri^t here 
it waa-4ind of a sharp shooting pain. I— Where'd that 
dlmf go to? Why don't yoa serve ip^e prunes at breaks 
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fnt? Of coone I eat an apple eveiy evenhiff— an apple a 
iHy kecpa the doctor amy — but still, you ou^t to have matt 
prano, and not all thcae fancy doodads." 
'The last time I had pruaes yoo didnt eat than." 
■^dl, I didn't feel like eating 'em, I aiqipose. Matter of 
fict, I think I did eat some of 'em. Anyway — I tdl you 
it^ mii^ty inqjortant to— I was saying to Verg Guoch, just 
hit evening, moat people dont take sufficient care of tbdr 



"Shall we have the Gundies for our dinner, next mA?" 

•TVhy sure; you bet." 

"Nov see here, George: I want you to put cm your nk« 
dfamer-jacket that evening." 

"Ratal The rest of 'em won't want to dress." 

"Of course they will. You remember when yon didn't drea 
for the Littkfieldi' siqiper-party, and all the rest did, and how 
embaiTaased yoo were." 

"Ea^tarraaMO, bellt I wamt embarrassed. Evq yb oc b r 
knows I can put oa as eipendve a Tux. as anybody e^Mi at>d 
I should worry if I don't happen to have it on sometimes. All 
a dam nuisance, anyway. All right for a woman, that stays 
around the house all the time, but when a fdlow^ worked 
like the dictois all day, he doesn't want to go and bustle Us 
bead off getting into the soup-and-fiah for a lot of folks that 
he's seen in just reg'lar ordinary dothes that same day." 

'^ou know you enjt^ being seen in one. The other evening 
yoo admitted you were (^ad I'd insisted on your dressing. 
You said you felt a lot better for it. And oh, Georgie, I do 
wish you wouldn't say 'Tux.' It^ 'dinner-jacket.' " 

"Rats, irtiat's the odds?" 

*^dl, it's irtiat all the nice folks say. Sappoat Lndle Mo- 
Kdvey heard you calling it a 'Tux.' " 

"Wdl, that's all ri^t now I Lucile McKelvty cant pull 
iqytluiig tm mel Her folks are common as mud, even if her 
hBsband and her dad are millionaireal I aiqipose you'ta tiyiag 
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to rub is yottr exslted social poaitiocl Well, let me teD yoa 
that your revered paternal ancestw, Heniy T., doesn't even 
call it a <Tux.'l He calls it s txibtail jacket for a ringtail 
iDonk^,' and you couldn't get him Into one unless you 
chlwoformed him I" 

"Now don't be htMiid, Gecvge." 

"Well, I dont want to be horrid, but LordI you^ getting 
as fussy as Verona. Ever since she got out of college she's 
been too rambunctious to live with — doesn't know what she 
wants — well, I know what she wantsi — all she wants is to 
marry a nuUionaire, and live in 'Emape, and hold suae preach- 
er's band, and simtdtaneoudy at the same time stay ri^t here 
in Zenith and be some blooming kind of a socialist agitattK- 
or boss chari^-wwker or some damn thingi Lord, and Ted 
(s just as badi He wants to go to collie, and he doesn't want 
to go to coU^. Only one of the three that knows her own 
mind is Tinka. Sinqily can't understand how I ever came to 
have a pair of shillyshallying children like Rone and Ted. 
I may not be any Rockefeller a James J. Shake^>eare, but 
. I CCTtainly do know my own mind, and I do keep right on 
plugging along in the office and — Do you know the latest? 
Far as I can figure out, Ted's new bee is he'd like to be a 
movie actor and — And here I've told him a hundred times, 
it hell go to coUege and law-schoiri and make good, I'll set 
him up in business and — Verona just exactly as bad. 
Doesn't know what she wants. Well, well, come onl Arent 
you ready yet? llie giil rang the bell three minutes ago." 



Before be followed his wife, Babbitt stood at the i 
most window of their room. This reNdential settlement, 
Flora] Heights, was on a rise; and though the center of tl" 
d^ was three miles away — Zenith had between three and foit 
luindred thousand inhabitants now — be could see the top ot 
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Oe Second Natioial Tower, an Indiana limestone buQding oi- 
thirty-five stories. 

Its shining walls rose a^iinst April sky to a sinq>le cornice 
like a streak of irtiite fire. Int^ity was in the tower, and 
diicision. It bore Its strength lightly as a tall soldier. As 
Babbitt stared, the nervousness was soothed from bis face, his 
sladc diin lifted in reverence. AH he articulated was "That's 
one lovdy si^tl" but he was in^ired by the rhythm of the 
dty; his love of it renewed. He bdield the tower as a tern- . 
ple-4>ire of the rdigion of business, a faith passionate, es- ' 
alted, snrpasang common men; and as he dumped down to 
oreakfast he iriiistled the ballad "Oh, by gee, by gosh, by 
jingo** as thou^ it were a hymn melancholy and noble. 
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CHAPTER n 



RxuKViD of Babbitt's bumbling and the aott gnmta with 
whicb his wife ca^resBCd the ^iqwthy she was too e^wricnoed 
to fed and much too eipaieoad not to show, their bedroom 
lettled instanUy into impefsonality. 

It gave on the slecphig-^xvch. It served both of them as 

dressing-room, and on the coldest nights Babbitt luxuriously 

gave iq> the duty of bong manly and retreated to the bed 

t inude, to curl his toes in the warmth and lau^ .at the Janu- 

' ary gale. 

The room dispUyed a modest and pleasant color-scheme, 
' after one of the best standard deugns of the decorator iriio 
"did the interiors" tor most of the qieculative-builders' houses 
in Zenith. The walls were gray, the woodwork white, the 
rug a serene blue; and very much like mahogany was the fur- 
niture — the bureau with its great clear mirror, Mrs. Babbitt's 
dressing-table with toilet-articles of almost solid silver, the 
plain twin beds, between diem a small table holding a standard 
dectric bedside lamp, a gbiss for water, and a standard bed^ 
side book with colored Qlustiations— iriiat particular book it 
was cannot be ascertained, since no one had ever c^Koed it. 
The mattresses were Sim but not hard, triumphant modem 
' mattresses which had cost a great deal of money; the hot- 
water radiator was of exactly the proper scientific surface 
for the cubic contents of the room. The windows were Urge 
sod-etaily opened, with the beat catches and cords, and Hol- 
land roller-shades guaranteed not to crack. It was a master- 
piece among bedrooms, right out of CSieerful Modon Houses 
foe Medium Tn^-^^mfa, Only it had noHiIng to do with the 
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BtU^tti, nor widi any one dse. If people bid evtt lived j 
ud loved here, md thrOlen at midoi^t snd lain in beau- 
tifol indolence (» a Sunday morning, there were no signs of 
it It hod the air of being a very good room in a very good 
boteL One expected the cbambmnaid to come in and make 
it ready for people who woold stay but <»ie ni^t, go without 
lodung bach, abd never think of it again. 

Every second bouse in Floral Hd^ts bad a bedroom pre* 
cfadylike this. 

Tbe Babbitts' bouse was five 3rean dd. It was all as com- 
petent and g^asj as this bedroom. It had the best of taste, 
tbe best of inexpensive nigs, a simple and laudable aicbitec- 
tore, and the latest conveniences. Tbrou^ut, electrid^ Uxk 
the place of- candles and slatternly heartb-firea. Along the 
bedroom baseboard were three plugs for electric lamps, con- 
cealed by little brass doors. In the balls were plugs tot the 
vacnom cleaner, and in the living-room plup foe the piano 
lan^, for the dectric fan. The trim dining-room (witti its 
admirable oak boffet, its leaded-glass cupboard, its creamy 
{Waiter walls, its modest scene of a salmon e]q)iring i^pon a 
pile of oysters) had plugs which supplied the electric percolator 
and tbe dectric toaster, y^ 

In fact there was but one thing wrong with the Babbitt w^ 
bouse: It was not a borne. 



Oftest of a morning Babbitt came boundng and jestii^ in 
to breakfast. But things were mysteriously awry to-day. As 
he pontifically trod the upper hall he looked into Verona's 
bedroom and |»otested, "What's the use of giving the family 
a bi^-dass house when they don't appreciate it and tend 
to business and get down to biasa tacka?" 

He mardied Upon them; Verona, a dumpy brown-baired 
gid of twenty-two, just out of Bryn Mawr, given to solid- 
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tnda abOQt duty and mx and God and the tmcotiqaerable 
bagginess of tbe gray sports-suit ahe was now wearing. Ted 
— TlieodoFe Roosevdt BiU)bitt — a decorative boy of seventeen. 
Tlnka — Katberine — still a baby at ten, with radiant red hair 
and a thin skin iriilch hinted of too mudi candy and too mai^ 
ice cream sodas. Babbitt did not show his vague irritation 
as he tran^Md in. He really disliked being a family tyrant, 
and his nagging was as meaningless as It wu frequent He 
shouted at Tinka, "VftH, Uttiedocdiel " It was the only pet 
name in his vocabulary, c»xpt tfae "dear" and "htm." with 
irtiich he recognised his wife, and he flung it at Tlnlca every 



He gulped a ciq> of coffee io the hope of pacifying his 
stomach and his soul. His stomach ceased to fed as thou^ 
it did not bdong to him, but Verona began to be conscientious 
and annoying, and abn^>tly there returned to Babbitt the 
doubts regarding life and famHiet and business which had 
clawed at him irtien his dream-life and the slim foiry ^I had 
fled. 

Voona had for six mooths been filing-derk at tbe Gruens- 
bcrg Leather ConqMny t^ces, with a prospect of becoming 
secretary to Mr. Gruensberg and thus, as Babbitt defined it, 
"getting some good out of your eipensive college education till 
you're ready to marry and settle down." 

But now said Verona; "Father! I was talking to a class- 
mate of mine that's working for the Associated Charities — oh. 
Dad, there's the sweetest little babies that come to the milk- 
station therel — and I feel as though I ought to be doing aoni»- 
thing worth while like that." 

"What do you mean 'worth whOe'? If you get to be Gruens- 
berg^ secretaty — and maybe you would, if you kept up jraur 
dhcvtband and didn't go sneaking off to onicerts and talk- 
fests every evening — I guess you'll find thir^-five or forty 
bones a week worth whilel" 

1 know, but — oh, I want to — contribute— I wish I were 
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I in a settlement-house. I wtnder If I could get one 
of tbe depBTtment-stores to let me put in a welfare-department 
whh a nice rest-room and chintzes and wicker chairs and so 
m and so forth. Or I could — " 

" Noir you look hoel The first thing you got to understand 
fa that aH this iqilift and flipfic^ and settlement-work and 
recreation is nothing in God's wwld but the entering wedge 
for socialism. The sooner a man learns he isn't going to ba 
oMldled, and he needn't expect a lot of free grub and, uh, all 
these free dasaes and flipflcf) and doodads for his kids unless 
be earns 'em, wlqr, the sooner hell get on tlie Job and pro* 
dace — produce — produce I That's what the country needs, and 
not an this iaacy stuff that just enfed)les the will-power of the 
working man and gives his kids a lot of notions above their 
dafls. And jrou — if you'd tend to business instead of fooling 
and fnssing — All the timel When I was a young man I made 
op my mind what I wanted to do, and stuck to it througji 
tfait^ and thin, and that's why I'm where I am to-day, and — 
iiyrml What do you let tbe girl chop the toast up into these 
dinky little chunks tor? Can't get your fist onto 'em. Half 
cold, anyway I" 

Ted Babbitt, junior in the great East Side Higb School, 
had been making hiccup-like sounds of interruption. He 
Hurted now, "Say, Rone, you going to — " 

Voooa wbiried. "Ted I Will you kindly not interrupt us 
iriien m'n talking about serious mattersi" 

"Aw, punk," said Ted judicially. "Ever since somebody 
J^]|ied up and let you out of college, Ammonia, you been 
onDing these nut conversations about what-nots and so-on- 
aad-ao-forths. Are 3rou going to — I want to use tbe car to* 
nigfaL" 

Babbitt snorted, 'Y)h, you dor May want it myaelfl'' 
Venna protested, "Oh, you do, Mr. Smartyl I'm going to 
takt it myselfl" Tlnka wailed, "Oh, papa, you said maybe 
SDO'd drive us down to Roaedalel" and Mrs. Babbitt, "Car^ 
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(nl, Tiaka, your sleeve is in the butter." Th^ ^*ndf lod 
Veiona hurled, "Ted, you're a perfect pig about the carl" 

"Coarse ' you're Dotl Not a-talll" Ted could be mad- 
deningly bland. "You just want to grab it off, ri^t after 
dinner, and leave it in front of some skirt's house all evening 
while you sit and gas about Ute'ature and the highbrows 
you're going to marry — if they on^ proposel" 

"Well, Dad ou^tn't to eoer let you have iti You and 
those beastly Jones hays drive like maniacs. The idea of 
your taking the torn on Chautauqua Place at fwty miles an 
hourl" 

"Aw, fdiere do you get that stuff) You're so dam scared 
of the car that you drive np-bill with the energency brake 
ont" 

"I do noti And yoo — Always talking about bow mudh 
you know about motocs, and Eunice Little&eld told me you said 
iie battery fed the generator!" 

"You — ^wby, my good woman, you don't know a generator 
from a diEFerential." Not unreasonably was Ted lofty with 
her. He was a natural mecbaniq a maker and tinkerer of 
machines; he lii^ied in blueprints for the blueprints came. 

"That'll do nowl" Babbitt Sung in mechanically, as he 
lifted the gloriously satisfying first dgar of the day and tasted 
the exhilarating drug of the Advoeate'Times headlines. 

Ted n^otiated: "Gee, honest. Rone, I don't want to take 
the old boat, but I promised couple o' ^Is in my class I'd 
drive 'em down to the rehearsal of the sduxd chorus, and, gee, 
I don't want to, but a gentleman's got to keep his soc&l 

"Well, ;pon my wordi You and your sodal engagements! 
In high schooll" 
\ "Oh, ain'tjwe select since we went to that hen collegel Let 
me teQ you there isnt a private school in the state that^ got 
as swell a bunch as we got in Gamma Digamma this year. 
Tbere^ two fdlowa that their dads are millionaires. Say. 
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gK, I <Hi(^ to hive z ax of my own, like bts of the fcHowa." 

Babbitt almost rose. "A car of your ownl Don't you want 
a yacfat, and a house and lot? lliat pretty nearly takes the 
cakel A boy that cant pass his Latin examinations, like any 
other boy ou^t to, and he expects me to ^ve him a motor-car, 
and I siqipose a chauffeur, and an areoplane maybe, as a 
reward for the hard work he puts in going to the movies with 
Etmice Uttlefiddl Well, whoi jrou see me giving you — " 

Somnriut later, after diplomacies, Ted persuaded Verona to 
admit that she was merely going to the Armory, that evening, 
to see the dog and cat show*. She was then, Ted planned, to 
paik the car in front of the candy-store across from the Armoiy 
Bad be would pi^ it op. There were masterly arrangements 
rtprding leaving the k^, and having the gasoline tank filled; 
ud passionately, devotees of the Great God Motor, they 
bymoed the patch on the qnre inner-tube, and the lost jack- 
handle. 

Ihdr tmce dissolving, Ted observed that her friends were 
"a acxeom of a bunch — stuck-op gabby four-flusbers." His 
friends, she indicated, were "disgusting Imitation sports, and 
horrid little shrieking ignorant girls." Further: "It's disgust- 
ing of you to smoke cigarettes, and so on and so forth, and 
(hose clothes you've got on this morning, they're too utterly 
ridicnloo^— honestly, simply disgusting." 

Ted balanced over to the low beveled mirror in the buffet, 
reguded his diarms, and smirked. His suit, the latest thing 
in (Xd Eli T09, was skin-tight, with skimpy trousers to the 
topft of his gjariog tan boots, a chorus-man waistline, pattern 
of an agitated check, and across the back a belt which belted 
nothing. His scarf was an enormous black silk wad. His 
flaxm hair was ice^mooth, pasted back without partit^. 
When be went to school he would add a cap with a long 
viaor like a shovd-blade. Proudest of all was his waistcoat, 
saved for, b^ged for, plotted for; a real Fancy Vest of fawn 
with polka doti of a decayed red, the points astonndiogly long. 
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On the lower edge of It he wore a high-fichocd button, a daa» 
button, and a fraternity pin. 

And none of it mattered. He was supple and swift and 
flushed; hia eyes (which he believed to be cycical) vac 
candidly eager. But he whs not over-gentle. He waved his 
band at poor dumpy Verona and drawled: "Yes, I guess 
we're pretty ridiculous and disgusUculus, and I rather guess 
our new necktie b some amearl" 

Babbitt barked: "It isl And while youVe admiring your* 
lelf, let me tell you it might add to your manly beauty if ytnt 
v^ml some of that egg off your moutht" 
/ Verona giggled, momentary victor in the greatest of Great 
Y Wars, which is the family war. Ted looked at ber hopdessly, 
then shrieked at Tinka: "For the love o' Pete, quit pouring 
the whide sugar bowl on your com fiakesi" 

When Verona and Ted were gone and Tinka tqHtairs, Bab- 
bitt groaned to his wife: "Nice family, I must sayl I don't 
{HVtend to be any baa-lamb, and maybe I'm a little cross- 
grained at breakfast sometimes, but the way they go cm jab- 
jab-jabbering, I simply can't stand it I swear, I fed like 
going off sanne place where I can get a little peace. I do 
think after a man's spent his lifetime trying to give his kida 
a chance and a decent education, it's pretty discouraging to 
bear them all the time scrai^ing like a hunch of hyenas and 
De\*er — and never — Curious; here in the papa it says — 
Never silent for one mom: — Seen the morning p^ier yet?" 

"No, dear." In twenty-three years of married life, Mrs. 
Babbitt had seen the papa befcnv her husband just sisty- 
aeven times. 

"Lots of news. Terrible big tornado in the South. Hard 
hick, all right But this, say, this is corkingi Beginning of 
the end for those fellows! New York Assembly has passed 
wxne bills that ought to completely outlaw the sodalistsl And 
there's an elevator-runners' strike in New York and a lot of 
^ rx/lege boys are taking their places. That's the stuffl And 
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K HUM miillim, in BirmioiJiam's demaDded thst thi& Mick 
■^tator, this feDoir De Valera, be dqmrted. Dead right, by 
goDy] All these- agitators paid with German gold anyway. 
And we got no business interfering with the Irish or any 
other foreign government. Keep our hands strictly off. And 
thaeS another well-authenticated rumor from Russia that 
Lenin Is dead. That's fine. It's beyond me why we dont just 
stq) in there and kick those Bolshevik cusses out." 

"That's so," said Mrs. Babbitt. 

"And it says here a feDow was inaugurated mayor in ovei- 
, preacher, tool What do you think of tbatl" 

"Humphl Weill" 

He searched f<^ an attitude, but neither as a Republican, a 
Presbsrtoian, an Elk, nor a real-estate broker did he have any 
doctrine about preacher-mayors laid down for him, so be 
granted and went on. She looked sympathetic and did not 
bear a wwd. Later she would read' the headlines, the society 
columns, and the department-store advertisements. 

"What do you know about thisi Qurley McKdvey still 
doing the sassiety stunt as heavy as ever. Here's what that 
SBsl^ woman rqxvter says about last ni^t: 



Never it Sodetr with the big, big S fflore flattered than when 
Aer are Wdden to partake of good cheer at the distinguished and 
botpilable reiidence of Ur. and lira. Cbarlei L. UcKelvey u they 
were hit night Set in its ipadons lawns and tendicaptng, one of 
the ootable ligbU crowning Royal Ridge, but merry and homelike 
despite it* mighty ttone walli and its nst roomi famed for their 
decoration, thdr home wai thrown open last night for a dance in 
booor of Un. UcKclTcy't notable guest, Uiis J. Sneeth of Wasb- 
tngtoB. The wide hall ii lo generoui in its proportions that it 
made a perfect ballroom, its hardwood floor reflecting the channiag 
pageaat above Its polished surface. Even the delights of dancing 
paled before the alluring opportunities for tite-i-t£tes that inTitcd 
the sofil to kaf in tiie long library before the baronial fireplace, or 
in the drawing-room with its deep comfy armchairi, its shaded lamps 
fast made for a aly whisper of pretty nothingi all a denx; or ercn 
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1b die Unkrd tDom wheie mm could take a cue ud ihoir s prowc M 
•t atiU anodier game thui that aponiored tqr Cupid and Terpeichot«. 

There ms more, a great deal mor^ in the best urbaa jour- 
nalistic style of Miss Elnora Pearl Bates, the popular sode^ 
editor of the Advocate-Times. But Babbitt coidd not abide 
It. He grunted. He wrinkled the newqnper. He protested: 
"Can you beat iti I'm willing to hand a lot of credit to 
' Charley McKdvcy. When we were in college together, he was 
'Just as hard up as any of us, and he's made a million good 
jbucks out of contracting and hasn't been any dishonesty or 
jbou^t any more dty councils than was necessary. And that's 
a good house of his — thougb it ain't ai^ 'niigb^ stone walls' 
and it ain't worth the ninety thousand It cost him. But vdien 
It comes to talking as though Charley McKelvey and all that 
booze-faoisting set of his are any blooming bunch of of, erf 
Vanderbilts, -wtiy, it makes me tiiedl" 

Timidly from Mrs. Babbitt: "I would like to see the inside 
of their house thou^ It must be lovely. I've never been 
Instde." 

"Wdl, I bavel Lots of— cou^de o> times. To see Cbsz 
about business deals, in the evening. It's not so nnich. I 
wouldn't vatU to go there to dinner with that gang of, of hi^- 
binders. And III bet I make a whole lot more money than 
some of those tin-boms that spend all th^ got on dress-suits 
and haven't got a decent suit of underwear to their namel 
H^l What do you think of thisi" 

Mrs. Babbitt was strangely unmoved by the tiding from 
the Real Estate and Building column of the Advocate-TtmesT 

Aihtabnla Street, 496— J. K. Dawton to 
Thomas Mutlally, April 17, 15.7x113^, 
mtff. $4000 Nom. 

And this morning B^bitt was too disqoieted to eotert^ her 
with items from Medianics' Liecs, Mortgages Receded, and 
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CootnctB Awarded. He rose. As he looked at lier his eye* 
bmn seemed shaggier than usual. Suddenly: 

"Ya, maybe — Kiad of shame to not keep in touch with 
folks Ukc the McKelveya. We mi^t try inviting them to 
dimer, some evening. Oh, thunder, let's not waste our good 
time thinfcitig atxnit 'emt Our little bunch has a lot liver 
times than aU those plutes. Just compare a real human like 
yoD with these neurotic birds like Ludle McKdvey — all hi^ 
htow talk and dressed vp like a plush horsel You're a great 
old girl, hon.I" 

He covered his betrayal of softness with a complaining: 
"Sajr, don't let Tinka go and eat any more of that poison nut- 



Sajr, don't let Tinka go and eat any more of that poison nut- / ' 
fudge. For Heaven's sake, try to keep her from ruining bef- / ^^ 
dlgotion. I tell you, most folks don't ai^redate how inqxir- rV^ \\ 
tint it is to have a good digestiim and regular habits. Be 
back "bout usual time, I guess." 

He kissed her — he didn't quite kiss her— he laid unmoving 
l^a^inst her unflushing cheek. He hurried out to the garage, 
muttering: "Lord, wliat a family! And now Myra is going ( 
to get pathetic on me because we don't train with this millirai- 
aire oat&t. Oh, Lord, sometimes I'd Uke to quit the whole 
game. And the office worry and detail just as bad. And I act 
cnnly and — I don't mean to, but I get — So dam tircdl" 
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■ To George F. Babbitt, as to most proq>eroiiB citizens of 
I Zenith, bis motor car was poetry and tragedy, love and bero- 
/ ism. Tbe office was his pirate ship but the car his perilous 
excursion ashore. 

Among tbe tremendous crises of each day none was more 
dramatic tlian starting the engine. It was slow on cold morn- 
ings; there was the long, anxious vrturr of tbe starter; and 
sometimes he had to drip ether into tbe cocks of tbe cylin- 
ders, which was so very interesting that at lonch he would 
chronicle it drc^ by diop, and orally calculate how niucb each 
drop bad cost bim. 

This morning he was darkly prq»red to find something 
wrong, and he fdt bdittled when the mixture e^loded sweet 
and strong, and the car didn't even brush the door-jamb, i 
gouged and q>Untery with many bruisings by fenders, as he 
backed out of the garage. He was confused. He sboated 
"Morning I" to Sam Dtqipdbrau with more cordiality than 
he had intended. 

Babbitt's green and wiiite Dutch Colonial house was one 
of three in that block tm Chatham Road. To the left of it 
was the residence of Mr. Samuel Doppelbrau, secretary of 
an excellent firm of batbioom-Szture jobbers. His was a 
comfortable house with no architectural manners whatever; a 
ikrge wooden box ^th a squat tamer, a broad porch, and 
, / glos^ paint ydlow as a yolk. Babbitt dis^>piomd of Mr. 
'' and Mrs. Dt^ipelbrau as "Bohemian." From tbdr house 
came midnight music and ' obscene lau^ter; there were 
ndeJibcK-bood Tuman of bootlegged whis^ and &st motor 
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rides, Tb^ furnisbed Babbitt with many isppy eveaingB of 
disctnioii, during wbicb be announced firmly, "I'm not strait* 
iaced, and I don't mind seeing a fellow throw in a drink (moA 
in a iriiile, but n^en it comes to ddiberately trying to get 
away with a lot of hell-raising all the irtiile like the l>0[q>el 
btaos do, it's too rich for my bloodl " 

Od the other side of Babbitt lived Howard Littlefield, FbJ)., 
In 1 strictly modem house whereof the lower part was dark 
red tapestry brick, with a leaded oriel, the upper part of pale 
stucco like flattered day, and the roof red-tiled. littlefield 
was the Great Scholar of the nei^borbood; the authority on 
everything is the world except babies, cooking, and motors. 
He ms a Badielor of Arts of Blodgett College, and a Doctw 
of Fhiloaaphy in economics of Yale. He was the ecaploy- 
oent-manager and publkdty-coussel of the Zenith Street Trac- 
tioB Company. He could, on ten hours' notice, appear before 
the board of aldermen or the state legislature and prove, ab- 
solntdy, with figures all in rows and with precedents from 
Poland and New Zealand, that the street-car company loved 
the Public and yearned over its onployees; that all its stock 
was owned by Widows and Orphans; and that whatever it 
desired to do would bmefit propers-owners by increasing 
rental values, and hdp the poor by lowering rents. AH bis 
acquaiotances turned to Littlefidd irfien they desired to know 
the date of the battle of Saragossa, the definition of the word 
"sabotage," the future of the Goman mark, the translation 
of "Uhc Ula lackrima" or the number of products of coal 
tar. He awed Babbitt by confessing that be often sat up 
tin midni^t reading the figures and footnotes in Government 
rqwrts, or skimming (with amusenent at the author's mis- 
takes) the latest volumes of chemistry, archeology, and ich- 
thyology. 

Bat Littlefield's great value was as a spiritual exanqtie. 
Despite hia strange leammgs he was as strict a Presbyterian 
aod as firm a RepubUcan as George F. Babbitt. He con- 
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finned tbe bvsiDess men in the faith. Where thty knew ooljr 
by passionate instinct that their system of industry and man- 
Ben ms perfect. Dr. Howard IJttlefield proved it to than, out 
of hiatoiy, economics, and tlie confesuona of reformed radicals. 
Babl^tt had a good deal of honest pride in being the oei|^ 
bw of such a savant, and in Ted's intimacy with Eunice Zit- 
tlc£eld. At sixteen Eunice was interested in no statistics save 
those regarding the ages and salaries of motioo-i^iue stars, 
bat — as Babbitt definitivdy put it — ^"she was her father^ 



The difference betwem a light man like Sam Doppdbnnt 
and s really fine character like Littlefield was revealed in thdr 
qipeaiances. I}an}elbrau was disturbingly young f<v a nan 
frf f<Hty-ei^t. He wore bis derby on the back of bis head, 
and bis red face was wrinkled with meaningless lau^ter. But 
Littlefidd was old tta a man of forty-two. He was tall, broad, 
thick; bis gald-rimmed spectacles were engulfed in the f<dds 
of his long face; his hair was a tossed mass of greasy black- 
ness; he puffed and rumbled as he talked; his Phi Beta Kappa 
key sbooe against 8 spotty black vest; he smelled of dd p^pes; 
he was altogether fmmeal and ardiidiaconal; and to real-' 
estate brokerage and the jobbing of bathroom-fixtures he 
added an aroma of sanctity. 

This nKKnuig he was In front of hia house, Inq>ecting the 
pass parking between tbe curb and tbe broad cunent aider 
walk. Babbitt stopped his car and leaned out to shoot 
"Momin'I" littlefidd lumbered over and stood with one foot 
up DO the nmning-bovd. 

"Fine morning," said Babbitt, li^ting-Hllegally carly^- 
Us second cigar of the day. 

"Yes, it^ a mi^ty fine morning," said Littlefidd. 

"^ring coming along fast now." 

*'Ya, it's real spring now, all right," said Uttlefidd. 

"Still cold nif^ts, thouf^. Had to have a coiqile blanket^ 
OD tbe s]eeping-p(Ut:h last night," 
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^cs, it msn't any too wann last ni^t," said Littlefieid. 

"But I dtm't antk^te well have any more real odd 
■eatber now." 

"No, but still, Hon was snow at Tiflis, Montana, yester- 
day," said the Scholar, "and yon renanber the blizxard they 
had out West three days ago — thirty inches of snow at Cree- 
ls, Cokxado — and two years ago we had a snow-squall ri^ 
here in Zenith on the twenty-fifth of ^>ril," 

"li that a fact] Say, old man, what do you think about 
the Republican candidate? Wholl they niHninate for pred- 
deat? Don't yoa tbiok it^ about Ume we had a real buif- 
ii— ■ administration?" 

"In my opinion, what the country needs, first and foranost, 
s a good, sound, business-like conduct of its aSidrs. Wha* 
we need is — a business administration!" said Littlefieid. 

Tm ^ad to bear you say thati I certainly am glad to 
bear you say thatI I didn't know how you'd fed about it, 
with aB your aasodations with collq^es and so on, and I'm 
^lad you fed that way. What the country needs— just at this 
present juncture-^ ndther a college president nor a lot 
' of moDk^ng with fordgn affairs, but a good — sound — eco- 
nomical — bnsiiMss— administration, that will ^ve us a dianoa 
to have something like a decent turnover." 

"Yes. It isnt generally realized that even in China the 
sdxxdmoi are giving way to more practical men, and of 
coune you can see what that implies." 

"Is that a fact! WeU, well I" toeathed Babbitt, feeling 
mod) calmer, and much hairier about the way thinp were 
going in the world. "Wdl, it's been nice to stop and parleyvoo 
a second. Gness I'll have to get down to the office now and 
sting a few clients. Wdl, so long, old man. Sm you to- 
ni^t So long." 



They bad labored, these solid dtiiens. Tweo^ ytm b^ 
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fate, the hD on wUch Fknl Bd^iti wh ^KMA, iritb la 
brl^ nob and IminaaiUlf tart and amaxing comfort, had 
been a wOdcneai of rank seoood-growtli dma and oaka and 
millet. Along the predae itreeta were ttfll a fev wooded 
vacant lots, and tbe fragraeat of an old orcbard. It waa bril- 
fam to-dv; tbe ippb booj^ were lit with freib leavci like 
torcbes of green fire. TV Grtt wUte of cbeny bkwona 
flickered down a gnOy, and robim damored. 

Babbitt sniSed tbe earth, diockled at tbe hyatctic roUas 
ai be would bave cbnckled at kittem or at a coaic movie. 
He was, to the eye, the perfect office-going encotive— a wdl- 
ted man in a correct brown loft hat and framdeH ipe ct a d ea, 
nxAJng a large agar, driving a good motor along a aem(> 
foburinn parkway. But hi him was some gcni» of authen- 
tic love tor his nd^boriwod, his dty, bis clan. Tbe winter was 
over; the time was come for tbe bnOding, tbe viaihle powth, 
irtiidi to lUm was g^oty. He losthis dawn dqircMion; be was 
raddHy cheerful iriten be stopped on Smith Street to leave 
tbe brown trouKis, and to bave the gBsoUne-taiA fiDed. 

like familiarity of tbe rite fortified him: tbe si|^t of tbe 
taD red iron puoline-pmnp, the hoDow-tile and terra-cottm 
^rage, tbe window full of tbe most agreeable ac cem orie a — 
ibiny casings, spark-plnfp with immaculate poroddn }adets, 
tire-diains of gold and dver. He waa flattered by tbe frlend- 
Hnem with vAkh Sylvester Moon, dirtiest and most akIDcd 
of motor mechanics, came out to serve him. "Homin*, Mr. 
Babbittl" said Moon, and Babbitt fdt himsdf a person of 
importance, one whose name nan busy garagemen rcmen* 
bcred — not one of these cbeap-qiorts flying around in fliwcfs. 
He admired the ingemdty of tbe antomatic dial, dldclog o> 
gsBon by fpilloa; admired tbe s m a r tn eas of the sign: "A ffl 
in time saves Retting studc — gas to-day .^t cents"; adadrad 
tbe rhythmic gur^e of the gaaoline at it fknred into the tank, 
and the muhanJcal rcgohrity wltt wfaidi Moon ttamd te 
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"Hoir modi m takin' tcHlay?" asked Moon, in a manner 
lAidi ambined the independence of the great specialist, the 
fricadliness of a familiar gossip, and re^Mct for a man of 
wd^t in the community, like George F. Babbitt. 

"Rfl 'a up." 

"Who you rootin* fw for Rqniblican candidate, Mr. Bab- 
bitt?'' 

'^t^ too early to make any predictions yet. After all, 
tlim'i still a good month and two mAs — no, three wedu — 
nnBt he almost three weds — ^well, there's more than lix 
mda in all before the Republican convention, and I fed a 
fdlov oas^t to keq> an open mind and ^ve all the candi- 
dita a show — look 'em all over and size 'on up, and then 
decide carefully." 

"That's a fact, Mr. Babbitt." 

"Bnt 111 ten you — and my stand on this is jiat tht same as 
It was four years ago, and a^l years ago, and itil be my 
stand four years from now — yes, and dght years fnjm nowl 
What I ten everybody, and It can't be too generally under- 
stood, is that iriiat we need first, last, and all the time is a 
gttod, aoimd businesa j 

"Byglrfly, that's ri^tl" 

"How do those front tires look to you?" 

"FImI Finel Wookbit be much work for garages If 
naybody locked after th^ car the way you do." 

"Wdl, I do try and have some sense ^Knit it." Babbitt 
paid his bill, said adequately, "Oh, keep the change," and 
drove off in an ecstasy of honest self-appreciation. It was 
with the manner of a Good Samaritan that he shouted at a 
RspectaUe-looking man who was waiting for a trolly car, 
"^ive a lift?" As the man climbed in Babbitt condescended, 
"Guog dear down-town? Whenever I see a fellow waiting 
for I trolley, I always make it a practice to give blm a lift 
— mlcss, of course, be looks like a bum." 

"IHsb there were ntore f<dks that were so generous with 



D.n.iized by Google 



30 BABBITT 

thdr mKUna," dtttiftdljr nid tbe vlctini of baawokBc e . 

'KA, no, tiint A qtieitlan of gmemity, iardty. Fact, I 
■hnys feci — I wis nying to my aoo JoK tbe otbor id^t — 
it^ a fdlow^ daty to ahue the gDod tbiop of tbii worid wtA 
lib nel^dxin, and it gela n^ goat irtwn a feDow geta atncfc 
on bimsdf and goei aroond tooting his horn mcrdjr becaoM 
be^ cbaritaUe." 

Tbe victim aeemed onable to find tbe ri^t aonnr. Bab> 
Utt Iwo m ed on: 

*7ret^ pmk aervice tbe Company ^rfng m oa tbcae tm- 
Hnca. Koaaenie to only nm the Portland Road can oooo 
tmry aeven minntea. Fdlow geta ml^ity cold on a vinUr 
morning, waiting on a afreet comer with tbe wind nippfng 
at Us anUcB." 

"That's ri^L Tbe Street Car Company dont care a dams 
what Und of a deal they give m. Something ought to happen 
to ^em." 

Babbitt was alarawL "Bat itlD, of oovse ft won't d* 
to Jot keqi knocking the Tkaction Coapupf and not rcalla» 
Oe ditScDltiea tbey^ operating midcr, like these cranks tbnt 
want mimic^ owncnhip. Tbe way these workmen bold x^ 
die Coo^iany for hi|^ wagm b sinqily a crime, and of cowse 
the bardea bDs on yoa and me that have to pay a seven- 
oeat biel Fact, tb«e% lemaAaUe service on all their lines 



"Dara tat nan^'' BahUtt eiplained. "Sfiring oaaalnr 
along fast" 

"Yes, it^ iMl tpriag now." 

The victim bad no origbaUty, no wft, and BabUU Ml 
Into a great sOence and devoted hiaiaeW to the game of beat* 
ing tioUcy can to tha comer: a ^mrt, a taB-chase, ntrveaa 
^Medh^ between the hogs ycOow aids of the troU^ and tha 
Jagged row of parked motors, shootiBg past Jnst ai tbe inDqr 
■tapped a rare ^me and vaUanL 
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And in the iriille be wis consdons of the lovdiness of 
ZenitlL For wedcs togetber he noticed nothing but clients 
ud the vextng To Rent signs of rival brokers. To-^iay, in 
nTstcrioDS malaise, he raged or rejoiced with eq\ial nervous 
swifbMsa, and to-day the light of ^ring ma so winsome that 
be lifted his head and saw. 

He admired each district along his famQiar route to the 
oflke: The bungalows and shrubs and winding irregular drive- 
wajn of Floral Heists. The one-story shops on Smith Street, 
a ^are of plate-^aaa and new yellow brick; groceries and 
hmdiies and dmg-storcs to wipply the mcMV immediate needs 
of East Side housewives. Tlie market gardois in Dutch Hol- 
kw, tbeir shanties patched with corrugated Iron and stolen 
doon. Billboards with crimson goddesses nine feet tall ad- 
<Krtaing dnema films, p^ tobacco, and talcum powder. Tlte 
old 'inansions" along Ninth Street, S. E., like aged dandies 
^ fildiy linen; wooden castles tamed into boarding-bouses, 
with muddy walks and maty hedges, Joatled by hst-tntmding 
pnges, cheap apartment-bouses, and frait-stands conducted 
^ bland, sle^ Athenians. Across the belt of railroad>trads, 
fictories with bi^ti>erdied water-tanks and tall stacks — fac- 
tories producing condensed milk, paper boxes, listing-fixtures, 
motor cars. Then the bonneas (xnter, the thickening darting 
traffic, the cranuned trolleys unloading, and bif^ doorways of 
marble and polished granite. 

It was big — and Babbitt req>ected bigness In anything; in 
moontains, jewels, muscles, wealth, or words. He was, for a 
q>riiig-encfaanted moment, the lyric and almost unselfish lover 
of Zenith. He thought of the outlying factory suburbs; of 
the Chaloosa River with its strangely eroded banks; of the 
ardiard-dappled Tonawanda Hills to the North, and all the 
fat dairy luid and big bams and comfortable herds. As he 
dtopped his passenger he cried, "Gosh, I fed pretty good this 
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^>ochal as starting the car was the drama of parking ft 
before he entered his office. As he turned from Oberlin Ave- 
nue round the rorner into Third Street, N£., he peered ahead 
for a space in the line of parked cars. He angrQy just nusaed 
a space as a rival driver slid into it. Ahead, another car was 
leaving the curb, and Babbitt slowed up, holding out his hand 
to the cais pressing on him from behind, agitatedly motioning 
an old woman to go ahead, avoiding a truck which bore down 
on him from one side. With front wheds nicking the wrou^t' 
steel bunqKT of the car in front, he stqiped, feverishly cramped 
bis steering-wheel, slid back into the vacant space and, widi 
d^teeo inches of room, manceuvered to bring the car levd 
with the curb. It was a virile adventure masterfully executed. 
With satisfaction he locked a thief-proof steel wedge on the 
front wheel, and crossed the street to his real-estate office oo 
the ground floor of the Reeves Building. 

The Reeves Building was as fireproof as a rock and as df- 
Sdent as a typewrita; fourteen stories of yellow pressed 
brick, with clean, i^rigbt, unomamented lines. It was filled 
with the c^ces of lawyers, doctors, ^ents for machinery, for 
emery wheels, for wire fencing, for mining-stock. Their gold 
signs shone on the windows. The entrance was too modem 
to be flamboyant with pillars; it was quiet, shrewd, neat. 
Along the Third Street side were a Western Union Telegraph 
Office, the Blue Delft Candy Shop, Sbotwell's Stationery 
Shop, and the Babbitt-Thon^Mon Realty Company. 

Babbitt could have aita«d his office from the street, u 
customers did, but it made him feel an insider to go throu^ 
the corridor of the building and enter by the back door. 
Thus he was greeted by the villagers. 

The little unknown pet^Ie iriio inhabited the Reeves Build- 
tng corridors — elevator-runners, starter, engineers, supointend- 
ent, and the doubtful-looking lame man vrba conducted the 
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Bern and dgir stand— were in no way dty-dwdlers. They 
wen rubies, Uvisg in a constricted valley, interested only 
in one another and in The Building. Their Main Street was 
the entnnce hall, with its stone floor, severe marble ceiling, 
and the innner windows of the shops. The liveliest place on 
[he street was the Reeves Building Barber Shop, but this was 
«lso Babbitts one embarrassment. Himself, he patronized the 
e^ttering Ptmpeian Barber Shop in the Rotd Thomleis^, 
and every time he passed the Reeves shqi — ten times a day, 
a hmidred tinxs — ^he felt untrue to his own viltage. 

Now, as one of the squirearchy, greeted with honorable 
sahitatiODS by the villagers, he marched into his office, and 
peace and dignity were iqxin him, and the morning's dis- . 
aooapcfs all tmheard. 

Tbey were heard again, immediatdy. 

Stanley Graff, the out^de iu»1f<»nffti, ms talking on Qw 
tefephooe with tragic lade of that firm manner which disci* 
plina clients: "Say, uh, I think I got just the house that would 
suit you — the Ferdval House, in Linton. . . . Oh, you've 
seen it. Wdl, how'd it strike you? . . . Huh? . . . Oh," 
IiTCSOhitdy, "oh, I see." 

As Babbitt marched into his private room, a coop with semi* 
partition of oak and frosted gjass, at the back of the office, 
be reflected how hard it was to find ec^loyees who had tiis 
own bith that he was going to make sales. 

Tliere were nine members of the staff, besides Babbitt and 
luB partner and father-in-law, Henry Thompson, who rardy 
came to the office. The nine were Stanley Graff, the outside 
■alta m a n — a youngish man given to cigarettes and the playing 
<tf pool; old Mat Permiman, general utility man, collector 
of rents and salesman of huuraoce — broken, silent, gray; 
a mystery, reputed to have been a "crack" real-esUte man 
with a firm of his own in haughty Brooklyn; Chester Kirby 
Lajdodt, resident salesman out at the Glen Oriole acreage 
ifaydapmeBt— an enthusiastic person with a silky nnntadie 
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■■d modi fudfy; ICa na«aa McGooa, die satft and zaAa 
pfct^ steoopipfacr; lihi WilbcrU timmmif^ (],£ tbidt, sltnr, 
Uioriois acoomitiat and fill h U it , and (ckk fradance par^ 

Aft be looked from hts own cage into Ae main room Babbitt 
momiied, "HcGoim'a a good itenog, smart's a vbip, bat 
Stan Calf and aD tboae bim»— " Hie ast ot tint ^>ring 
monnng was smodicnd in die stale office air. 

Nocsially be admired die office, witb a pleased smprise 
tbat be sboiitd bave created dus sore lovdy tbing; normaOy 
be was stimolated by tbe dean iit w iitj a of it and tbe air (rf 
bustle; but to-day it seemed flat— die tOed floor, like a badi- 
room, the odicrKXdared metal ceOiiig, die faded maps on 
die bard plaster walk, tbe di^n of vamiabed pale o^ tbe 
desks and Sling-cabinets of sted painted is dive drab. It 
was a vault, a sted cb^id where loafing and lauf^ter were 
' raw sin. 

He hadnt enn any satisfaction in die new -water-coolerl 
And it was tbe very best of water-coolen, up-to-date, sdeo- 
[ tific, and ri^t-tbinking. It bad cost a great deal of money 
I (in itsdf a virtue). It possessed a non-conducting fiber ice- 
container, a porcdun water-jar (guaranteed hy^enic), a drip- 
less nm-dogging sanitary faucet, and machine-painted deco- 
rations in two tones of gold. He looked down the rdentless 
stretch of tiled floor at tbe water-coder, and assured himsdf 
that no toiant of tbe Reeves Building had a more expensive 
(we, but he could not recapture the feeling of social saptxiatity 
It had given him. He astoundin^y grunted, "I'd like to 
beat it off to the woods ri^t now. And loaf all day. And 
go to Guncb's again to-ni^t, and play poker, and cuss ai 
much as I fed like, and drink a hundred and nine-thousand 
bottles of beer." 

He si^ed; he read throu^ his mul; he shouted "Uagoon," 
idiich meant "Miss McGoun"; and be^n to dictate 
lUs was his own voaion of his first letter: 
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"Obat Gribble, send it to his dGce, Misa McGoiin, yours 
if twentieth to band and in reply mnild say look hae, Gribble, 
.J^ awfulfy afraid it wt gf> oa shilly-shallying like this we'll 
Justvoaturally lose the Allea sale, I had Allen iq) on oupet 
day before yesterday and got right down to cases and think 
I can assure yoo — ufa, uh, no, change that: all my experience 
indicates be is all right, means to do business, looked into his 
finawipl rec(N:d which is fine — that sentence seems to be a 
little balled vp. Miss McGoun; make a coi^le sentences out 
of it if you have to, period, new paragraph. 

"He is perfectly willing to pro rate the ^>ecial assessment 
and strikes me, am dead sure there will be no ditBculty in 
getting him to pay for title insurance, so now for heaven's 
sake let's get busy — ^no, make that: so now let's go to it and 
get down — no, that's enough — ^you can tie those sentences vp 
a little bettCT when yon ^pe 'em, Miss McGoun — your laor 
cerdy, etcetera." 

This is the version of his letto- i^ch he received, typed, 
from Miss McGoon that aftonoon: 

BABBITT-THOMPSON REALTY CO. 

Homes for Folki 

Reevu Bids-, Oberlin Avenue ft 3d St, N.E. 

Zenith 

OnttT Gribble, Emj.. 

5?6 North American BnildinK 

ZcnitlL 

Dear Mr. Gribble: 

Your letter of the twentieth to hand. I muA 
ny Tin awfully afraid that if we go on shilly-shallying like thii 
well jott naturally lose the Allen lale. 1 had Allen up on the 
carpet day before yesterday, and got right down to cases. All my 
experience indicates that he means to do business. I have also 
looked into his financial record, which is fine. 

He ii perfectly willing to pro rate the special asfcsiment and 
Aere will be no difficulty in getting him to pay for title h 

Sa Ufi trot „ , 

Youri uncerely. 
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Ac hs nad aad i^pri it, ■ 
college hand, BaUiJtt refected, '7<ov thiA a good, Mroag 
,!Oa, wl cks^ a beB. Nnr wkat tbe— I never tdd 
MfftwD to Bake a tbird ftflug^* tbocl Widi die'd quit 
tiylug to ini|KDve OT iDjr dKlalMo! But vntt I cairt onner- 
staod b: iri? cant Stan Oaff or Ovt I^bck write a lettes 
l&etlnt? Withpnndil With a kk^I" 

The nmt Inqxvtant tlttng Ic dk-tated tbat monuiig ma 
tbe tataii^idf fanD-tettcr, to be mhneognpfacd and sent oat 
to a tboosuid " p fca p ccts." It was ditipnl ly nnitative of 
tbe best Utemy modds <rf tbe day; <rf beart-to4eart-talk 
advcttiBeniciits, "adefrpalliiig" lettos, daco u rae s oo tbe "de- 
velopment of VliB-ptmtr" and hand-shakmg house-organs, as 
ridily poured Eartb by tbe new scbod of Poets of Bu^nesa. 
He had pamfnny written out a fint draft, and be intmed it 
DOW like a poet ddJcate and distrait: 

Say, old ham I 

I jtut m« to know on I do tdu a wfaalom favor? Honeill 
No kiddincl I know jroo're iaterested ia B^ttrng a booK, not 
iDcreljr a pbce where yon hang up the old bannet but a love^ieM 
for the wife and kiddiet — and maybe for the flirrcr out be;aot (be 
Mire and ipell that b-e-j-i-a-i, Utsa McGoon) the tpud garden. 
Sa7, did jon ever itop to think that we're here to nve yon trotdile ? 
That's bow we make a living — foDca don't pay ns for our lovely 
beauty! Now take a ktok: 

Sit ri^t down at tbe handaome carved mahogany escritoire and 
■hoot U3 in a line telling us just what you want, and if we can 
find h well c»nie hopping down your lane with tbe good tidings, 
and if we can't we won't bothzr you. To save your tine, just fill 
out the blank enclosed. On request will also send blink regarding 
•tore properties in Floral Heights, Silver Grove, LJnton, Bellevn^ 
and all East Side residential districts. 

Yours for service^ 

P.S.— Just a hint of some plnnis we cam ptd: for 
gennttte bargains that came in to-day: 
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StLm Gson.— Cote fonr-room Ctliforaia bnngilow, ».mX, garage, 
daadf liiMle tree, iwell ndgfaborhood, handy car line. $3700, $780 
down and balance liberal, Babtutt-Thompton termi, cheaper than 



3L — A corkerl Artistic two-family bouse, all oak trim, 
parqoet floort, lorelr gas log, big porches, colonial, Hzakd Ai^ 
Wkazhie GAaAct, a bargain at f i i;iSO- 

Dictatum over, with its need of sitting and thinking in- 
stead of bnstling around and making a noise and really doing 
something, Babbitt sat creakily back in his revolving desk- 
daair and beamed on Miss McGoon. He was conscious of 
her aa a girl, of black bobbed hair against demure cheeks. 
A koging which was indistinguishable from loneliness en- 
feebled him. Whde she waited, tapping a long, precise pco- 
cfl-point on the desk-tablet, he half identified her with the fairy 
gM of his dreams. He imagined tbor eyes meeting with 
tefrifying recognition; unagined touching her lips with fri^t- 
«oed reverence and — She was chirping, "Any more, Mist* 
BabUtt?" He granted, "That winds it up, I guess," and 
turned heavily away. 

For all his wandering thou^ts, they had never been more 
iDtimate than this. He often reflected, "Nev' forget how old 
Jake Offutt said a wise bird never goes bve-making in his own 
office or bis own home. Start trouble. Sure. But — " 

In twen^-three years of married life he had peered uneas- 
□y at every graceful ankle, every soft shoulder; in thought he 
' had treasured them; but not once had he hazarded respecta- 
bility by adventuring. Now, as he calculated the cost of re- 
papering the Styles house, he was restless again, discontented 
about nothing and everything, ashamed of his discontentment, 
ud loody for the faiiy gjrl. 
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It ma a morniiig of artistic cnatknt. Fifteen mimitfs after 
the purple prose of Babbiu'k form-letter, Chester Klit^ Lay- 
lock, the resideat "'*■"«" at Glen Ori(de, came in to rqxxt 
a sale and submit an advertisement. Babbitt disapproved of 
L«ylock, who sang in dioits and was merty at iKHue over 
games of Hearts and CNd Maid. He had a tenor voice, wavy 
diestsut hair, ywl a mustache li^* a camd's-hair brash. Bab> 
Utt considered it eacusable in a famify-man to groiri, "Seen 
Ibia new picture of the kid — hus^ little devil, di?" but Liqr- 
lockS domestic confidences were as bubUiog as a girl^ 

"Say, I think I got a peadi of an ad for the Glen, Mr. 
Babbitt. Why don't we try aomethfaig in poetry? Honest, 
It'd have wonderful pnUing-power. Lista: 

Ilid pleuttres and palaces, 
Wbcrerer yoa atmj roun. 
You just pro¥idc tbc Httk bride 
And well pravide tbe home^ 

Do yoa get U7 See— like 'Home Sweet Home.' Dontyoo— ■* 
"Yes, yes, yes, heU yes, of coorae I get it. Bm^ Ob, I 
Utink we'd better use something more ■tig«iR*»i and forcefol, 
like 'We lead, others foDow,' or 'Evatoally, why not now?* 
Come I bdierc in nsng poetry and hunor and aO that junk 
when it tonis the tiidc, bat with a lugib-dass restricted de- 
velopment like the Oat we better stick to the more «tignHif)^ 
apprc«ch, see how I mean? Wdl, I gams thatS all, this man- 
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By a tragedy familiar to the world of art, the Apnl ea- 
Um^Bsm of CSiet Laylock served only to stimulate the talent 
of the <dder craftsman, George F. Babbitt. He grumbled to 
Stankr Graff, "That tan-col(»«d voice of Chet's gets on my 
nerves," yet he was aroused and in one swoop he wrote: 

DO YOU RESPECT YOUR LOVED 0NBS7 

Wbeo the kit tad ritu of bereavement are over, do 
yoa know for certain that jou have done your but for 
tfie Departed? You haven't unlets they tie in the 
CeaKtery Beautiful 

LINDEN LANE 
Ae oiriy strictly up-to-date burial place in or near 
Zcnitfa, where cxquiutely gardened ploti look from 
daisy-dotted hiU-ik>pci acrou the imiling fields of 
Darchetter. 

Sole agcnti 

BABBITT-THOMPSON REALTY COMPANY 

Reeves Building 

Be rejoiced, "I guess that'll show Chan Matt and Us meif 
cdd WOdwood Cemetery something about modern merchao- 
dizh^r 



He sent Mat Pennlman to the recorder's ofBce to dig oat the 
names of the ownen of booses which wae displaying For Rent 
signs of other brokers; he talked to a man who desired to lease 
a stflre-boOduig for a pool-room; he ran over the list of home- 
leases wfaidi were about to expire; he sent Thomas Bywaters, 
a street-car canductw iriw played at real estate in spare dm^ 
to caD on ride-street "prospects" 1^0 were unworthy the strat- 
«^ of Stanley Graff. But he had spat his credubos eidt»- 
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ment of cratiaB, and these nnidne detafli imored him. Ow 
moiMnt of heroiam be bad, in discovering a new itay of stop- 
pttig sQioklns. 

He stopped smoking at least once a mootli. He went 
tbrou^ with it lHw tbe solid dtiatn be was: admitted tbe evih 
of tobacco, co u rageously made rcadves, laid oat plans to check 
tbe vice, tapered off his aOowance of dgan, and aponnded tbe 
pleasares of virtuonsoess to eveiy ooe he met He did efc^r- 
thlng, in fact, etcept stop smoking. 

Two months before, by ruling out a sdie dt J e , noting down 
tbe hour and minute of each smoke, and ecstatically incre asi ng 
tbe intervals between smokes, be had brou^t himsdf down to 
three cigars a d^. Tlien he bad lost the scAcdnle. 

A wedt ago be had invented a systan of leaving his cigar* 
case and dprette-boz in an unused drawer at the bottom of 
Uie cone^Mmdence-file, in the outer office. "Iti Just nattBaOy 
be ajthan'H to go poking in there aD d^r long, making a fool 
of ngndf before my own emidoyeesi'* he reasoned. By tbe 
cod of three days be was tnifoed to leave Us desk, walk to 
the file, Uke o«tt and U^t a dgu, without knowing that he 
wasdo^It. 

This morning it was revealed to him that ft had been too 
easy to open tbe file. Lock it, that was tbe tbingi Inspired, 
be niibcd out and locked 19 his cigars, bis cigarettes, and even 
Us box <rf safety matdics; and tbe key to tbe file drawer be 
Ud In his desk. But tbe crusading paiiiiiTn of it made him to 
tobaccobungry that he tmmediatdy recovered the k^, walked 
with forbidding dignity to the file, took oat a ci^ and a 
match — "but only ooe match; if de dpr goes out, itH by 
goOy have to stay outi " Later, when the dgar dkl go oat, be 
took one more match from tbe file, and iriten a buyer and a 
idler came in for a ooafcrcocc at eleveo-tUrty, natuially be 
had to offer them dgars. ^ia conscience protested. "Why, 
you're smoking with tbeml" but be bullied it, "(Ni, ibot q>l 
Vm busy now. Of come by-and-bgr — " There was no bj^ 
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mihf, yet hb bdief tint be had cnnlied the unclean haUt 
mde biin fed noble and very bappy. When be called up Fanl 
Kieslmg be was, in his moral ^endOT, unusually eager. 

Be was fonder of Paul Riealing than of any one on earth 
except bunself and his dau^ter Tinka. They bad been class* 
mates, roommates, in the State University, but always be I 
tfaoo^ of Paul Riesling, with his dark slimness, his precisely 
parted hair, his nose-glasses, lus beutant q>eech, his moodiness, 
his love of music, as a younger brother, to be petted and pro- 
tected. Paul had gone into his father's business, after gradua- 
titw; be was now a whdesaler and small manufacturer of pre 
pared-paper roofing. But Babbitt strenuously believed and 
lengthily announced to the world of Good Fellows that Paul 
conld have been a great vidioist or painter or writer. "Why 
say. the letters that boy sent me on his trip to the Canadian 
Rockies, they just absolutely make you see the place as if you 
were «hiiwti«g thve. Believe me, he could have given any of 
these bloomin' authors a whale of a run for their money 1" 

Yet aa the tdq)hone they said only: 

"SoDth 343. No, DO, nol I said South— SoaOi 343. Say, 
ciMnitor, what the dickens is the trouble? Can't you get me 
Sooth 343? Why certainly tbeyll answer. Oh, Hdlo, 343? 
Wanta speak Mist' Riesling, Mist' Babbitt talkbig. . . . 'Lo, 

"Yuh." 

" "S George ^teaking." 

«Yuh.» 

"How's old socks?" 

"Fair to mlddlin'. How "re yoo?" 

"Viae, Paulibus. WeU, what do you know?" 

"Ob, nothing mach." 

''Where you been keqiin' yoursdf?" 

"(A, jnrt stickin' round. What's up, Georgie?'* 

"How "bout lil lunch 's noon?" 

"Be an ri^t with me, I guess. Club?" 



D.n.iized by Google 



4a BABBTTT 

TidL Meet yon dkere twdve-thir^." 

"A* ii0A. Twdve-tbii^. S' long, Georgte." 



HIa morning ms not shaiply nurked into dmsions. Intetw 
mvcn witb cwrespondence and advcrtbement-writlng were s 
tiioiisand nervooa dctaOs: calls from clerks vriio were inces- 
santly and bopehilly sedung five famished rocons and bath at 
rizty dollars a month; advice to Mat Penniman on getting 
money out of tenants irtw had no money. 

Babbitt^ virtues as a real<cstate brdcer — as the servant of 
aode^ in tlie department of fitting homes for families "and 
shops for distributors of food — ^wcre steadiness and diligence. 
He was conventjonally honest, be k^t bis recwds of buyers 
and sdlers complete, he had eqjerience with leases and titles 
and an ezceUent memoiy for prices. His shoulders were broad 
enough, his voice 6tep enou^, hu reliah of hear^ humor strtMig 
enough, to establish him as one of the ruling caste of Good 
Fellows. Yet his eventual inqxwtance to mankind was pop 
haps lessened by his large and conqilacent ignorance of all 
architecture save the types of bouses turned out by q>eculative 
builders; all landscape gardening save the use of curving roads, 
grass, and six ordinary shrubs; and all the commonest axioms 
of economics. He serenely believed that the one purpose of the 
real-estate business was to make money for George F. Bab- 
bitt. True, it was a good advertisement at Boosters* Qub 
lunches, and all the varieties of Annual Banquets to which 
Good Fellows were invited, to speak sonorously of Unselfish 
Public Service, the Broker's Obligation to Keep Inviolate the 
Trust of His Gients, and a thing called Ejlucs, whose nature 
was confusing but If you bad it you were a High-class Realtor 
and if you hadn't you were a shyster, a piker, and a fly-by- 
ni^t These virtues awakened Confidence, and enabled yoo 
to handle Bigger Fn^)osition8. But tbey didnt imply that 
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joo were to be impractical and refuse to take twice the value 
of a house if a buyer was such an idiot that he didn't jew you . 
down on the askinf^price. 

Babbitt spoke well — and often — at these orgies of commer- 
dal rif^teousness about the "realtor's function as a seer of 
the futore development of the community, and as a prophetic 
engiiMer clearing the pathway for inevitable changes" — whidi 
mont that a real-estate broker could make mon^ by guess- 
ing which way the town would grow. This guessing he called 
Veicn. 

In an address at the Boosters' Cub be had admitted, "It Is 
■t once the duty and the privilege of the realtor to know evny- 
thing about his own dty and its environs. Where a surgeon 
is a ^>edalist on every vein and mysterious cell of the human 
body, and the engineer iqwn electricity in all its phases, or 
every bolt of some great bridge majestically arching o'er a 
tti^ty flood, the realtor must know his dty, inch by inch, and 
all its faults and virtues." 

Tbaagii be did know the market-price, indi by inch, of c^ 
tain districts of Zenith, he did not know whether the police ; 
force was too larife or too small, or iriiether it was in alliance 
with gambling and prostitution. He knew the means of fire- 
pcoofing buildings and the relation of bsurance-rates to fire- 
proofing, but he did not know how many firemen there were in 
the dty, bow they were trained and paid, or how complete 
their i^iparstus. He sang eloquentiy the advantages of prca- 
hnity of achool-buUdings to rentable homes, but he did not 
know — he did not know that it was worth while to know — 
whether tbe d^ scboolrpoms were properly heated, lighted, 
ventilated, furnished; he did not know how the jeachers were 
chosca; and though he chanted "One of the bo^ts of Zenith 
is that ve pay our teachers adequately," that was because he 
had read the statement in the Advocate-Times. Himself, he 
could not have given the average salary of teachers in Zeoitli 
or aoyirtMre else. 



D.n.iized by Google 



44 BABBITT 

He bid heud it said tbat "oanfitioos" in die Cotm^ JaO 
and die Zouth Q^ Prison were not vcfy "scientific;" he had, 
with indigntiaa at the criticinn of Zemth, skimmed throu^^ a 
report in wtaidi die notorious pessimist Seneca Doape, the radi- 
cal lawyer, assstcd that to throw boys and young girls into 
a bnO-pen crammed with men suffering from s^ihOis, deliriton 
tranois, and insanity was not the periect way of edocating 
dKm. He bad antiDwtcd the rqwrt by groiriing, "FoUu 
that think a jaO ou^t to be a bloonin* Hotel Tboroles^ make 
me sick. U people dtn't like a jail, let 'em bdiave 'emselves 
and keep oat of it. Beskies, these reform cranks always exag- 
gerate." That was the beg'nning and qiute ccHnpletdy the 
end of his investigatiiMS into Zenith's charities and corrections; 
and^ as to the "vice districts" be brightly expressed it, "Those 
are thinfp that no decent man monkeys with. Besides, smatter 
fact. 111 tdl you confidentially: it's a protecticm to otir dau{^ 
ters and to decent wtHoen to have a district -viben tou^ nats 
can raise Cain. Ktepa 'em away from our own homes." 

As to industrial conditiom, however, Babbitt had thou^t s 
great deal, and his opinions may be co&'dinated as follows: 

"A good labor union is of value because it keeps oat radical 
anions, which would destroy pn9>erty. No one ou^t to be 
forced to belong to a union, however. AD labor a^tators who 
tiy to force men to join a union should be hanged. In fact, 
just between ouiselves, there oughtn't to be any unions allowed 
at all; and as it's the best way of fi^tmg the unions, every 
business man ought to belong to an enq>IoyeTs'-association and 
to the Chamber of Commerce. In union there is strength. So 
any selfish hog who doesn't join the Chamber of Commerce 
ought to be forced to." 

In nothing — as the expert on whose ^vice families moved 
to new neighborhoods to live there for a generation — ^was Bab- 
bitt more ^lendidly innocent than in the science of sam'tation. 
He did not know a malaria-bearing mosquito from a ial; he 
knew nothing about tests of drinking water; and in the mat- 
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ten of [diindjing and semge he was as unlearned as he mis 

vtduble. He often referred to the exceUence of the bathrooms 
in the bouses he sold. He was food of eq)lainiiig wl^ it was 
that no European ever bathed. Some one had told him, when 
he was twenty-two, that all cesspools were unhealthy, and he 
still denounced them. If a client iiq>ertinent]y wanted him to 
idl I bouse which had a cesspotd, Babbitt always spoke about 
it— before accepting the house and selling it. 

Wheifhe laid out the Glen Oriole acreage development, when 
be Irobed woodland and dipping meadow into a ^enless, 
orioldess, sunburnt flat pricUy with small boards di^laying 
the names of imaginary streets, he righteously put In a com- 
plete sewage-^rstem. It made him feel 8iq>eri(Mr; it enabled him 
to sneer privily at the Martin Lumsen devdopment, Avonlea, 
which had a cesspool; and it provided a chons for the fuD' 
page adverttsements in which he announced the beauty, con- 
vmunce, rhrapnew, and supererogatory healthfolness of Glen 
Oriole. The only flaw was that the Glen Oriole sewers bad 
insnffident outlet, so that waste remained in them, not very 
apeeaUy, mbSt the Avtnlea ceaqxx)! was a Waring septic 
tank. 

The iriwle of ih» fll«n fW^li* nmirrt was a suggestion that , 
Babbitt, though be reaUy did hate men recognized as swindlers, > 
was not too unreasonably honest. Opovtors and buyers pre- 
fer that bn^era should not be in conpetition with them as 
opoators and buyers themselves, but attend to their clients' 
hiterests oily. It was si^posed that the Babbitt-Tbompscm 
Cotqiany were merdy agents for Glen Oriole, serving the real 
oner, Jake OfFutt, but the feet was that Babbitt and Thon^)- 
wo owned uxty-two per cent, of the Glen, the president and 
purchasing agent of the Zenith Street Traction Onnpany owned 
tvenfy-eigbt pa cent., and Jake Offutt (a gang-politician, a 
sttaO manufacturer, a tobacco-chewing old farceur who en- 
joyed dirty politics, business diplomacy, and cheating at poker) 
bad onfy ten per cent., which Babbitt and the Traction offidalt 
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had ^veo to him fcr "fixing" health impecton and fU^ iii^>eo< 
tors and a monber of the State TVanyortatioifc CotninisMon- 

But Babbitt ms virtootB. Be advocated, thou^ he did not 
practise, the [wohilntiai of akohol; be praised, thou^ lie did 
not obey, the laws against motor-speeding; be paid his debts; 
he contributed to the chnrch, the Red Cross, and the Y. M. 
i C. A.; he followed the custom of his dao and cheated only 
as it was sanctified by {Hecedent; and he never descended to 
trickery — thou^, as be eiplained to Paul Riesling: 

"Course I don't mean to say that every ad I write is literally 
true or that I always believe everything I say irtten I give 
some buyer a good strong sdling-^pid. You see— -you see it^ 
like this: In the first place, maybe the owner of the [Hoper^ 
exaggerated wiien he pot it into my hands, and it ceminly 
hn't my place to go proving my princ^nl a Uarl And then 
most folks are so dam cnxAed tbemsdves that they expect a 
fellow to do a little lying, so if I was fool enouf^ to never 
liioc^ the ante I'd get the credit for lying aoywayl In self- 
defense I got to toot n^ own bom, like a lawyer defending a 
client — ^his bounden duty, aint it, to bring out the poor dub's 
good points? Why, the Judge himself would bawl out a lawyer 
that didnt, even if they both knew the guy was guiltyl But 
even so, I don't pad out the truth like Cecil Rountree or 
Thayer or the rest of these realtws. Fact, I think a feUow 
that's willing to deliberately up and profit by lying on^t to 
be shot!" 

Babbitt's value to his clients was rardy better shown thaK 
this morning, in the oonferecre at deven-thirty betweeo ittmflf^ 
Conrad Lyte, and Archibald Purdy. 



Conrad Lyte was a real-estate speculator. He was a Dervow 
qteculatra-. Before he gambled he consulted bankers, lawyers, 
ardiitects, omtracting builders, and all of their dsfcs aoc 
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mnognfihen irtw were willing to be cornered and give him 
advke. He was a bold eolnpreoenr, and he desired nothing 
more than complete safety in his investments, freedom from 
attention to details, and the thirty or forty per cent, profit 
which, according to all aathorities, a picmeer deserves for his 
laka and foresight He was a stubby man with a cap-like 
msas of shut gray carls and clothes which, no matter how well 
cot, seemed shaggy. Below his eyta were sanicircular hollows, 
as tbou^ silver dollars bad been pressed a^inst them and 
had left an Imprint. 

Particularly and always Lyte consulted Babbitt, and tmated 
in his slow cautiousness. 

Six months ago Babbitt had learned that ime Archibald 
Pnnfy, a grocer in the indecisive residential district known as 
Lintoo, was talking of opening a butcher shop beside his gro- 
cer. Looking vtp the ownership of adjoining parcels of land, 
Babtutt found that Purdy owned his present shop but did not 
own the csie available lot adjoniing. He advised Omnd lytt 
to purchase this lot, for eleven thousand dollars, though an 
^ywaisBl on a basis of rents did not indicate Its value as above 
mae thousand. The rents, declared Babbitt, were too low; 
and by waiting they could make Purdy come to their price. 
(This was Vision.) He had to buUy Lyte into buying. His 
first act as agent for Lyte was to increase the rent of the bat- 
tered store-building cm the lot. The temmt said a number of 
rude things, but he paid. 

Now, Ihtrdy seemed ready to buy, and his delay was going 
to cost him ten thousand extra dollars — the reward paid by the 
community to Mr. Conrad Lyte for the virtue of employing a 
btAtx irbo had Vision and who understood Talking Points, 
Strat^ic Values, Key Situations, Underappraisals, and the 
VtydnAogy of Salesmanship. 

Lyte came to the omference exultantly. He was fond of 
Babbitt, this morning, and called him "old hoas." Purdy, tho 
pocer, a Img-nosed man and solemn, seemed to care less foi 
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Babbitt and for Vision, but Babbitt met him at the street door 
of the office and guided him toward the private room with affec- 
tionate little cries of "This way, BroUier Punfyl " He tocrit 
from the axreqxKidence-file the entire box of dgan and forced 
them on his guests. He pushed their chairs two indies for- 
ward and three inches back, which 9ive an bootable not^ 
then leaned back in his desk-chair and looked plump and jolly. 
But he spoke to the weakling grocer with firmness. 

"Well, Brothel Purdy, we been having some pretty tenq)tEi^ 
offers from butchers and a slew of other folks for that lot next 
to your store, but I persuaded Brother Lyte that we ou^t to 
^ve you a shot at the property first I said to Lyte, It'd 
be a rotten shame,' I s^, 'if sonui>ody went and opened a 
combination grocery and meat market right next door and 
ruined Purdy^ nice little business.' Eq>edally — " Babbitt 
leaned fwward, and his voice was haish, " — it would be hanv 
lock if one of these cash-^nd-carry chain-stores got in there 
and started cutting prices bdow cost till tb^ got rid of com* 
petition and forced you to the walll" 

Purdy snatched his thin hands from his pockets, pulled vip 
his trousCTs, thrust his hands 'back into his podiets, tOtea 
in the heavy oak chair,' and tried to look amused, as he 
struggled: 

"Yes, they're bad competition. But I guess you dont realixe 
the Pulling Power that Personality has in a nei^borhood 
business." 

.Tbe great Babbitt smiled. "That's so. Just as you feet, 
old man. We thought we'd give you first chance. AH ri^t 
then—" 

"Now look here!" Purdy wailed. "I know fr a fact that 
a piece of propoly IxHit same size, right near, sold for less "n 
eighty-five hundred, 'twa'n't two years ago, and here you fel- 
lows are asking me twenty-four thousand dollars) Why, I'd 
have to mortgage — I wouldn't mind so much paying twdve 
thousand but— Why good God, Mr. Babbitt, you're askias 
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unre 'a tvice its value! And threatening to ruin me if I 
don't tale itl" 

"Furdy, I don't like yout way of talkingi Z don't like it 
one little lutl Supposing Lyte and I were stinking enough 
to wint to ruin any fellow human, don't you suppose we know 
Ws to our own ad fi sh interest to have evoybody in Zaith 
proqKTOus? But all this is beside the point. Tdl you what 
well do: We'D come down to twenty-three thousand — five 
thousand down and the rest on mortgage — and if you want to 
itreck the old shack and rebuild, I guess I can get Lyte here 
to loosen up for a building-mortgage on good liberal terms. 
Heavens, man, we'd be glad to oblige yout We don't like 
these foreign grocery trusts any better 'n you dol But it 
iso't reasonable to eipect us to sacrifice eleven thousand a 
more just for neigbborliness, u itl How about it, Lyte? You 
willing to come down?" 

By warmly taking Purdy's part, Babbitt persuaded the 
benevident Mr, Lyte to reduce his price to twenty-one thou- 
suid dollars. At the right moment Babbitt snatched from a 
drawtr the agreement he bad bad Miss McGoun type out a 
week ago and thrust it into Purdy'a hands. He genially shook 
his fountain pen to make certain that It was flowing, handed 
it to Purdy, and qq»ovingly watched him sign. 

The work of the world was being done. Lyte had made 
wrtfthing over nine thousand dollars, Babbitt bad made a four- 
hnadred<and-fif^ dollar commission, Purdy had, by the sensi- 
tive mffitaniiini of modem finance, been provided with a busi- 
ne»-building, and soon the h^^y inhabitants of Linton would 
have meat lavished upoa them at prices cmly a little hl^iei 
than those down-town. 

It had been a manly battle, but after It Babbitt drooped. 
This was the only really amusing contest he had been plan- 
lUDg. There was nothing ahead save details of leases, ap- 
[Kihals, mortgages. 

Be muttered, "Makes me uck to think (^ Lyte carrying off 
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moat of the profit lAen I did all the work, the old sUnfliatl 
And— What else have I got to do to-day? . . . Like to taka 
a good ItHig vacatno. Motor trip. Something." 

He sprang vp, rekindled by the tfaouf^ of '"--^''-g with 
Pud Riealing. 
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Babbitt's preparations for leaving the ofBce to its teiHit sdf 
daring tlie hour and a half of his lunch-period were someiriiat 
less dab(vate than the plans for a general European war. 

He fretted to Miss McGoun, "What time you going to 
hmcb? Well, make sure Miss Bannigan is in then. E:q>1ain 
to her that if Wiedenfeldt calls up, she's to tell him I'm al- 
ready having the title traced. And oh, b' the way, remind 
me to-morrow to have Feuniman trace it. Now if anybody 
comes in looking for a cheap house, remember we got to stove 
that Bangor Road place oB onto somebody. If you need me, 
II) be at the Athletic Qub. And— oh— And— ub— m 
be back by two." 

He dusted the cigar-ashes off his vest. He placed a difficult 
unanswered letter on the pile of unfinished work, that he might 
not fail to attend to it that aftemooo. (For three noons, now, 
he had placed the same letter on the unfinished pUe.) He 
scraided on a sheet of yellow backlng>paper the memorandum: 
"See abt apt h drs," ^ich gave him an agreeable feeling of 
having akeady seen about the apartment-house doors. 

He discovered that he was smoking another cigar. He threw 
it away, protesting, "Dam it, I thou^t you'd quit this dam 
smoking I" He courageously returned the cigar-box to the 
coiTesp(Hidcnce-file, locked it t^, hid the key in a more dif< 
ficult place, and raged, "Ouf^t to take care of mysdf. And 
need more exercise — ^walk to the dub, every sin^e nocm — ^)ust 
-irtiat 111 do — every noon — cut oat this motoring all the time." 

The resolution made him fed exemplary. Immediatdy after 
Vl he dedded that this noon it was too Ute to walk. 
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It took trat Uttle more time to stsrt bb car and edsB It late 
die traffic thu it would have taken to walk the tbrae aad 
a halt block* to the club. 



A> be drove he ^aaced with the foodneaa of fiunOIartiy at 
the buildiiio. 

A stranger luddenly dropped into the bnHne»'«cater o( 
itb could not have told irttetber he wai in a dty ot Oregon 
or Geor^ CXiio or Maine, CHilahoina or Manitoba. But to 
Babbitt every inch was iodividnal and stirring. As alwayi be 
noted that the California Building across the way was three 
'Stories lower, therefore three storia las beautiful, than his own 
Reeves Building. As always when he passed the Parthcnoa 
Shoe Shine Parlor, a ooe-story hut which beside the granite 
and red-brick pooderousncss of the old California BuDding 
resembled a bath-house under a cliff, he commented, "Gosh. 
ou|^t to get my shoes shined thb afternoon. Keep forgetting 
it." At the Sin^lex Office Furniture Shop, the National Cash 
Register Agency, he yearned for a dictaphooe, for a type> 
writer irtiich would add and multiply, as a poet yeama for 
quartos or a phsrsidan ta radium. 

At the Nobby Men's Wear Shop he took his left hand ol 
die steering-wheel to touch his scarf, and thou^t wdl of him* 
sdf as one irtio bou^t eipensive ties "and could pay caA 
for 'em, too, by golly;" and at the United Cijiar Store, with 
ha crimson and gold alertness, he reflected, "Wonder if I need 
■oroe dgars — kilot— plumb forgot — going t' cut down my fool 
smoking." He locdccd at his bank, the Miners' and Drovers' 
National, and considered how devcr and soUd he was to bank 
with so marbled an establishment. His hl^ mome n t came la 
die clash of trafBc when he was halted at the comer beneath 
die lofty Second National Tower. His car was banked with 
Coor ittben in a Uoe of steel restless w cavalry, whQe the croa» 
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wnm tnffic, Ifanoatincs ind enonnoDS moving-vans and insb- 
*jatt motor-cydes, poured by; on the farther comer, pneumatic 
riv et c 3 nug on tlw sun^dated skeleton of a new building; and 
ont oi this tcmado flashed the in^iration of a familiar face, 
mad* fdlow Booster shouted, "H' are you, Georgel" Babbitt 
inved in nei^iborly affection, and slid on with the traffic as 
the policeman lifted his hand. He noted how quickly his car 
picked 19. He felt svperior and powerful, like a shuttle of 
polished sted darting in a vast machine. 

As always he ignored the next two blocks, decayed blocks ' 
not yet reclaimed from the grime and shabbiness of the Zenith 
of 1885. While be was passing the five-and-ten-cent store, the 
Dakota Lodpng House, Concordia Hall with its lodge-rooms 
and die offices of fortune-tellers and cbiropractors, he tbou^ 
of ham nmch money he made, and he boasted a little and wor- 
ried s little and did old familiar sums: 

"Four hundred fif^ plonks this morning from the Lyte deal. 
But taxes doe. Let's see: I oug^t to pull out ei^t thousand 
net this year, aixl save fifteen hundred of that— 00, not if I 
pot vp 9UBge and — Let's see: six hundred and forty cleat 
last mrath, and twrive times six-forty makes — make»— let 
see: six times twdve is seventy-two hundred and — Oh tats, 
aiqrway. 111 make ei^t thousand — gee now, that's not so bad; ^ 
mi^ty few fellows pulling down ei^t thousand dolUrs a year 
— ei^t tbomand good hard iron doIIaiB — bet there isn't more 
than five per cent, of the people in the whole United States 
that make more than Unde Gewge does, by golly I Right vp 
at the top of the heap I But— Way expenses are— Family 
wasting gasoline, and always dressed like millionaires, and 
sending that dgjity a month to Mother — And all these sten- 
ograi^ien and salesmen gou^ng me for every cent they can 
get-" 

The effect of his scientific budget-plaxmiug was that be fdt 
at once triunqthantly wealthy and perilously poor, and in the 
BidBt of these diaserutions be aitappti bis car, rushed into a 
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bmII nem-»Bfi^Bl»edlaay ibop, and booi^ the d a tUk. dipt* 
U^tcr which be hid coveted for a week. He dodged hb oos- 
•dence by being faky and noisy, and by ibouting at the dofc, 
"GocM tbia will prett' neat pay for itielf In matchct, di?" 

It waa a pretty thing, a nickeled cylinder with an abnoM 
rilmy aocket, to be attached to the daaUward of Ua car. It 
was not only, as the [riacard on the connter obaerved, "a dandy 
Uttle refinem en t, lewUng the hst touch of cbus to a gentlo- 
nyu'i auto," but a pricdcaa time-saver. By freeing bim fnni 
halting the car to light a match, It would In a month or two 
eaaOy save ten minutea. 

Ai be drove on be fenced at it *Tret^ nice. Always 
wanted tne," he said wistfully. "The one tUng a annkv 
needs, too." 

Then be remembered that he bad pven i^ smoking. 

"Dam iti" he moomed. "Ok wtll, I suppose m Ut a 
dgar ODce in a iriiile. And — Be a great convenience for 
other tolka. Ml^t make just the difference in getting diuuuuy 
with some fdlow that would pot over a sale. And — Ccr* 
tainly looks nice there. Certainly b a nd^ty devcr Uttle 
jigger. Gives the last tonch of refinement and daaa. I — 
By golly, I guess I can aSbrd h if I want tot Not going to 
be the only member of this famQy that never has a ain^ 
doggone luxury I" 

Thusk laden with treasure, after three and a half bkicfta of 
romantic adventure, he drove iq> to the dub. 



The Zenith Athletic Chtb b not atbletk and It bn^ enctly 
a dub, but it b Zenith in perfection. It has an active and 
smoke-mbted bOliard room, It b represented by haacball and 
football teams, and hi the pool and the gyi i inaslum a tenth 
of the memben sporadically try to reduce. But mott of lis 
three thousand members use it at n aU In wfaldt to Inncb. 
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pbQT cards, tdl stories, meet cnstomen, and entertain oot-of- 
town tmdes at dinner. It is the largest club in the d^, and 
its dud hatred is the conservative Union Qub, which aU 
soand members of the Athletic call "a rotten, snobbish, dull, 
eipanl ve old hole — not one Good Mixa in the place — ^you 
couldn't hire me to join." Statistics show that no member of 
the Athletic has ever refused dection to the Union, and of 
those who are elected, six^-seven per cent, resign from the 
Athletic and are thereafter heard to say, in the drowsy sanc- 
tity of the Union lounge, "The Athletic would be a pretty 
good hotd, if it were more ezdu«ve." 

The AOiletic Club building is nine stories hi(^, ydlow brick 
with ^assy roof-garden above and portico of huge limestone 
colnmns bdow. The lobby, with its thick pillars of poroos 
Caen stone, its pointed vaulting, and a brown ^azed-tile floor 
Uke wdl-baked bread-cmst, is a combination of cathedral- 
nypt and rathskellar. The members rush into the lobby as 
tbon^ they were shopping and hadn't much time for It. Tlins 
did Babbitt enter, and to the group standing by the cigar- 
anmter be whoqped, "How's the boys? How's the boys? 
WeO, well, fine dayl" 

Jovially th^ irtiO(q>ed back — Vergil Gunch, the coal-dealer, 
Sidney Finkdstdn, the ladies'-ready-to-wear buyer tor Parcher 
& Stein's department-store, and Professor Joseph K. Pumphrey, 
owner of the RJteway Business College and instructor y Public 
Speaking, Business English, Scenario Writing, and Commer- 
cial Law. Thou^ Babbitt admired this savant, and appre- 
ciated Skln^ Flnkdsteln as "a mighty smart buyer s^ s 
good Hberal q>ender," it was to Vergil Gunch that he turned 
with oithnsiasm. Mr, Gnnch was pre^dent of the Boosters* 
Onb, a weekly Innch-dub, local chspter of a national or^st- 
izstkn iriilch promoted sound business and friendliness aouHig 
Regnlar Fellows. He was also no less an ofBdal than Es- 
teemed L e ading Kni^t in the Benevdent and Protective Order 
«f Elki. and it was rurvored that a* tb» "-xt dection he would 



D.n.iized by Google 



56 BABBITT 

be a candidate for Eialted Ruler. He was a jolly man, given 
to onUxy and to chumininfss with tlie arts. He called cm the 
tamoua actors and vaudeville artists when they came to town, 
gave them dgan, addressed thnn by their first names, and — 
sometimes — succeeded in bringing them to the Boosters' lunches 
to give The Bayi a Free Entertainment. He was a large man 
with hair e» brosse, and he knew the latest jokes, but he 
played poker dose to the chest. It was at his party that Bab- ^ 
bitt had sucked in the virus of to-day's restlessness. 

Gunch shouted, "How's the old Bolsheviki? How do jroa 
fed, the morning after the lu^t befwe?" 

"Oh, boyi Some headl That was a regular party 3^00 
threw, VergI Hope yon haven't forgotten I took that last 
cote little jack-potl" Babbitt bdlowed. (He was three feet 
from Gunch.) 

"That's all ri^t nowl What III hand you next time, Geor- 
^el Say, juh notice in the piQ>er the way the New Yoit 
Aasembly stood q> to the Reds?" 

"You bet I did. That was fine, eh? Nice day tiMlay." 

"Yes, it's one mighty fine ^ring day, but nights still cold.'' 

"Ydi, you're ri^t they arel Had to have coi7>la blankets 
last ni^t, out on the slecping-pordi. Say, Sd," Babbitt 
turned to Finkdstein, the buyer, "got smnething wanta ask 
yoo about. I went out and bou^t me an dectric dgar-Ii^tcr 
for thuar, this noon, and — " 

"Good hunch I" said Finkelstein, while even the learned 
Professor Pumphrey, a bulbous man with a peiqier-and-sah 
cutaway and a pipe-wpn vmce, commented, "That makes a 
dandy accessory. Cigar-lighter gives tone to the dashboard." 

"Yep, finally decided I'd biQr me one. Got the best on the 
market, the clerk said it was. Pud five budcs for it Just 
wondering if I got stucL What do th^ charge for 'em at 
the store, Sid?" 

Flnkdstein asserted that five dollars was not too great a 
amn, not for a reaDy hlj^isilass lifter which was suitably 
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oiAded and provided with connections of the veiy best qual- 
ity. "I always say — and bdieve me, I base it on a pretty 
fairly extensive mercantile eiperience — the best is the che^>est 
in the IcHig run. Of course if a fellow wants to be a Jew about 
it, he can get che^ junk, but in the long nm, the che^>e8t 
thing is — the best you can getl Now you take here just th* 
otho' day: I got a new top for my old boat and soipe iq>- 
bobtery, and I paid out a hundred and twenty-six fifty, and 
of course a lot of fellows would say that was too much — ^Lord, 
if the Old Folks — they live in one of these hick towns qp-state 
and th^ singly can't get onto the way a city feUow's mind 
woriu, and then, of course, they're Jews, and they'd lie right 
down and die if tb^ knew Sid had anted up a hundred and 
twenty-aix bones. But I don't figure I was stuck, George, not 
a t»t. Madiine looks brand new now — not that it's so darned 
old, of course; bad it less 'n three years, but I give it bard 
servke; never drive less 'n a hundred miles on Sunday and, 
uh — Oh, I dtn't really think you got stuck, Geoi^. In the 
loHi rttn, the best is, you might sqr, it's unquestionably the 
cheapest." 

"'Hiat's ri^t," said Vergil Gunch. "That's the way I look 
at it. If a fellow is keyed iq> to what xau JSUdlt .call intensive 
ihmig, fl)y ||]^Y y"" fft " *•"" 'n ^fnif*'— f " the hustle and 
mental activity that's going on with a bunch of live-wires like 
the Boasters and here in the Z.A.C., why, he's got to uve his 
nerves I^ having the best." 

Babbitt nodded his head at every fifth word in the roaring 
rhythm; and by the conclusion, in Guncb's renowned humor- 
ous vein, he was enchanted: 

"Still, at that, George, don't knowS you can afford it. I've 
heard yotn' business has been kind of under the eye of the 
gov'ment since you stole the tail of Eathdme Park and sold it I " 

"<%, you're a great little joeher, Verg. But when it comes 
to kidding, bow about this report that you stole the black 
{paitile steps off the post-office and sold 'em for high-grade 
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coall" hi ddi^t Babbitt patted Gimdi*s back, sttoked Us 
arm. 

"That's an rif^t, but irbat I want to know is: irtw's the 
tcal-eatate shark that bou^t that coal for his ^>artiiisit- 
houses?" 

"I guess that'll hold you for a while, George]" said Finkd- 
stein. "Ill tdl you, tbou^, boys, what I did hear: Gcm^'s 
missus went into the gents' wear dq»rtment at Parcher's to 
buy him some collars, and before she could f^ his neck-siib 
Ibe d«A slips her some thirteens. Ilow juh know the size?* 
says Mrs. Babbitt, and the clerk says, 'Men that let their wives 
buy collars for 'em always wear dilrteen, madam.' How^ 
tiiatl That's pretty good, eh? How's that, di? I guess 
tbafD about fix you, George! " 

"I — I — " Babbitt sought for amiable Insults in answer. He 
Stopped, stared at the door. Paul Riesling was coming in. 
Babbitt cried, "See you later, boys," and hastened across tlte 
lobby. He was, just then, neither tlie sulky child of the sleq>- 
ing-porch, the domestic tyrant of the breakfast table, the 
crafty mcmey-changer of the Lyte-Purdy conference, nor the 
Uaring Good Fellow, the Josber and R^ular Guy, of the 
Athletic Club. He was an older brother to Paul Riesling, 
swift to defend him, admiring him with a proud and credulous 
love passing the love of women. Paul and he shook hands 
sidenai^; they smOed as shyly as thou^ they had been parted 
three yean, not three days — and they said: 

"How's the old horse-thief?" 

"All right, I guess. How're you, you poor shrin^)?'* 

"I'm first-rate, you second-hand hunk o' cheese." 

Reassured thus of their hi^ fondness, Babbitt granted, 
"You're a fine guy, you arel Ten minutes latel" Riesling 
snapped, "Well, you're lucky to have a chance to lunch with 
a gentleman!" They grinned and went into the Neromaa 
washroom, where a line of men bent ova the bowls inset along 
A Viodigious alah of marble as in religious prostration befort 
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ftdr own Imgcs in the muqr mirror. Voices thick, satisfied, 
•utboritative, hurtled along the mtrble walls, bounded fma 
Qie ceiling of laveoder-bordered milky tiles, while the lords of 
the d.ty, the baroiH of insurance and law and f ertiliseis and 
motor t&cs, laid down the law for Zenith; antuninced that the 
day was warm — indeed, indisputably of iq)ring; that wages 
wen too high and the intoest on mortgages too low; that Babe 
Rntn, the eminent player of baseball, was a noble man; and 
diat "those two nuts at the CUmaz Vandeville Theater this 
weA cotainly are a slkk pair of Kton." Babbitt, thoo^ 
ordinarily his voice was the surest and most episcopal of all, 
was silent In the presence of the sli{^t dark reti ce nce of 
hoi Rieslii^, be ms airi:ward, he desired to be quiet and 
firm and deft. 

The entrance Mjby of the Athletic Qub was Gothic, the 
washroom Runan Iiiq>erial, the lounge Spanish Mission, and 
the reading-room in Chinese Chippendale, but the gem of tb* 
dob was the dining-room, the masterpiece of Ferdinand Rdt- 
man. Zenith's busiest ardiitect. It was lofty and half-tim- 
bered, with Tudor leaded casements, an oriel, a somewhat mu- 
sicianleflB nmsidatts'-gallery, and t^xstries believed to illus- 
trate the granting of Magna Charta. The open beams had 
been hand-adzed at Jake Offutt's car-body works, the hinges 
were of hand-wrought iron, the wainscot studded with hand- 
made wooden pegs, and at one end of the room was a heraldic 
and hooded stone oreplace which the club's advertising-pam- 
jdilet asserted to be not only larger than any of the fireplacea 
in European castles but of a drau^t incomparably more scien- 
tific. It was abo much cleaner, as no fire had ever been 
omit in iL 

Half of the table, vere mammoth slabs vrtiich seated twen^ 
or thir^ men. Babbitt usually sat at the one near the door. 
VJlh a groi^ including Gunch, Finkristein, Profesbor Puoh- 
phr^, Howard Littlefield, his neighbor, T. Cholmonddey 
Ajnk. tbe poet and advertising-agent, and Orville Jones, whoM 
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bimdry wu in mao; wa^ the best in Zenith. Tbty cotapaeei 
a club within the dub, and merrily called themsdves "Tin 
Roughnecks." To-day aa he passed their table the Rou^ 
necks greeted him, "Come on, sit inl You 'n' Paul too prond 
to feed with poor folks? Afraid somebody might stick yoc 
for a bottle of Bevo, George? Strikes me you swells are get* 
ting awful darn aclusivel" 

He thundered, "You bet I We can't afford to have ova rcp£ 

mined by being seen with you tightwadsl" and guided Paul 

to one of the small tables beneath the musiciana'-gallery. Hf 

' felt guilty. At the Zenith Athletic Qub, privacy was vex; 

bad form. But he wanted Paul to himsdf. 

That morning he had advocated lighter lunches and now fac 
ordered nothing but English mutton chop, radishes, peas, de^>< 
dish apflt pie, a bit of cheese, and a pot of coffee with cream, 
adding, as he did invariably, "And ub — Oh, and you might 
^ve me an cffder of French fried potatoes." When the chop 
came he vigorously pq)pered it and salted it. He always pq>* 
pered and salted his meat, and vigorously, before tasting iL 

Paul and he took up the spring-like quali^ of the ^iring^ 
the virtues of the electric dgar-Ughter, and the acuon of the 
New York State Assembly. It was not till Babbitt was thick 
ao4 disconsolate with mutton grease that be flung out: 

"I wound iq> a nice little deal with Conrad Lyte this mociK 
fang that put five hundred good round plunks in my pocket 
Pretftr nice— pretty nice! And yet — I don't know irtiat's 
the matter with me to-day. Maybe it's an attack of sjMing 
lever, or staying up too late at Verg Gunch's, or maybe it's 
just the winta's work piling up, but I've felt kind of down in 
the mouth all day long. Course I wouldn't beef about it to 
the fellows at the Roughnecks' Table there, but you— Ever 
feel that way, Paul? Kind of comes over ine; here I've [wetty 
much done all the things I ought to; si^iported my family, and 
sot a good house and a six-cylinder car, and buHt i^ a nke 
tittle buuneaa. and I hav^i't any vices 'spedaUy, dcefK stmb 
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1 Fm invctkally catting that oat, by the w^. And 
I bdong to the churcli, and |day owu^ golf to keep in trim, 
and I only associate with good decent fdUows. And yet, even t 
so, I dont know that I'm entirdy satisfiedl" 

It was drawled out, Ivoken by shouts from the nei^ibor- 
li% tables, by mechanical love-making to the waitress, by ster- 
torous grunts as the coffee filled him with dizzipess and indi- 
gestion. He was iqiologetk and dotd)tful, and it was Paul, 
with bis thin voice, irtio pierced the fog: 

"Gqod Lord, George, yaa don't sn^qxee it's any novdty to 
ae to find that we hustlers, that think wete so all-fired soc- 
cessful, aren't getting much out of it? You look as if yoo 
eq>ected me to report you aa aeditioasl Yoa know what my 
own life's been." 
"1 know, old man." 

"I 00^ to have been a fiddler, and I'm a pedler of taA 
roofingl And Zillo — Oh, I don't want to squeal, but you 
know as wdl as I do about bow inspiring a wife she is. . . . 
T^rpical instance last evening: We went to the movies. There 
ms a big crowd waiting in the lobby, as at the tail-end. She 
began to push ri^t throuf^ it with her 'Sir, how dare you?' 
manner — H<MKstly, sometimes iriwn I look at her and see 
bow she's always so made vp and stinking of perfume and 
loi&ing tor trouble and kind of always yt^iag, 'I tell yidi 
Tm a lady, damn jnihl' — ^nity, I want to kill berl Well, she 
keeps elbowing throof^ tfae cnnrd, me after her, feeling good 
and ashamed, till she's almost ip to the velvet rope and ready 
i'to be the next let in. But there was a Uttle squirt of a man 
tOere— probably been waiting half an hour — ^I kind of ad- 
'tnind the little cuss — and be turns on Zilla and says, peiv 
fectly polite, 'Madam, nby are jrou trying to push past me?' 
And she sinqily — God, I was so ashamedl — she tips out at 
fctm, •You're no gentlonan,' and she drags me into it and 
birilers, *Paal, this person insulted mel' and the poor skata 
W mt. ready to fi^t 
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**I Dwle oat I hadn't bvrd them— twl ium m ytm 
maldnt bev a boflcr-fictoryl — ind I trkd to look avsr^ 
can tdlyoa eactly bow evoy tQe looka in the cdling ol dMt 
lobby; tbere^ one witb bnnro tpots on it like tbe laei trf te 
devil— and all tbe time tbe people Ibere— tbey were pa^cd la 
like urdiDefr-they kept making remarka about m, and ZDh 
went ri^t on talkins about tbe little ch^>, and Krcediing that 
'folks like him oo^tnt to be admitted la a place that^ js^ 
posed to be ((M- ladies and gentlemen,' and Taul, will yon UndBy 
call the manager, so I can report this dir^ tat?' and— Oirfl 
Maybe I wamt ^ when I cook! nwak imide and hide in tltt 
^rkl 

"After tweo^fmr years of that kind of tbbg, yon doa^ 
opect me to fill down and foam at the month lAeo ymi hint 
that this sweet, dean, ropectable, moral life int aD it% 
oaded tq> to be, do yon? I can't even talk aboot It, ocspl 
to yoo, because aqybody ebe wotild think I was ydhnr. Uq^ 
be I am. Dobt care aiqr longer. . . . Gosh, you've had to 
stand a lot of wUniag from me, fiist and last, Georglel'* 

"Rats, now, Paul, yoa've never really what yon could caB 
iriiined. Sometimes — Itn ahrayi blmring to Hyia and ths 
kids about what ■ wfasle of a realtor I am, and yH so m et im es 
I get a sneaking klca I'm not sadh a Fferpont Morgan as I 
let on to be. But if I ever do hdp by ioQying yon akag; oU 
Fanlski, I guess maybe Sabit Pete may let me tn after ani" 

Tub, you're an old blow-hard, Georgie, yon chesfri ca^ 
throat, but you've certainly kept me going.** 

'Why dont you divorce Zma?" 

'Why don't II If I only cooldl If she'd jutt give me te 
chancel Yon couldn't hire her to divorce me, no^ nor desert 
me. She^ too food of her three squares and ■ few pounds of 
nut-center chocolates In between. If she'd oofy be what they 
call unfaithful to mel George, I dont want to be too much of 
a stinker; back in coQcge I'd 've tboo^t a man w^ ondd 
■ay that ou^ to be shot at simrte, But hoMStly, Fd bo 
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ddded to dead) if Bhe'd really go maUog love witb Bomebody. 
nit dmiccl Of course shell flirt with anything — ^you know 
how she holds hands and Isu^is — that laugh — that hcmble 
brassy lan^i — the way she yaps, 'You naughty man, you bet- 
tx be careful or ngr big husband will be after you I ' — and the 
gny looking me over and thinking, 'Why, you cute little thing, 
yoa run away now or III ^>ank youl' And shell let him go 
jnst for enou^ so she gets some excitement out of it and then 
sbeH be^ to do the injured innocent and have a beautiful 
time wailing, 'I didn't think you wae that kind of a person.* 
Ib^ talk about these demi-vieries in stories — " 

"These wkatsf" 

** — but the wise, hard, corseted, old married women likft 
ZilU are wwse than any bobbed-haired girl that ever went 
iMldly out into this-here stonn of life — and kept her umbrdia 
did vp her sleevel But rats, you know what Zilla is. Km 
she nags — nap — nags. How she wants everything I can buy 
her, and a lot that I can't, and how absolutely unreasonable she 
B, and iibea I get sore and try to have it out with her she 
plays the Perfect Lady so well that even I get fooled and get 
all tanked tq) in a lot of 'Why did you say's' and 'I didn't 
mean's.' I'll tell you, Georgte: You know my tastes are 
pretty fairly sinq)Ie~— in the matter of food, at least. Courser 
IS ytm're always complaining, I do like decent dgars — not 
( those Flor de Cabagos you're smoking — " 

"That^ all right nowl That's a good two-foe. By the way, 
Paul, did I tell you I decided to practically cut out smok — " 

"Yes you — At the same time, if I can't get what I like, 
wly, I can do without it. I don't mind dttiog down to burnt 
steak, with canned peaches and store cake for a thrilling little 
desBot afterwards, but I do draw the line at having to synqia- 
thize with Ziila because she's so rotten bad-tempered that the 
«ok has quit, and she's been so busy sitting in a dirty lace 
at f ^ g t e an afternoon, reading about some brave manly West- 
SB hoQ, that she hasat had time to do any cooking. YDU*rr 
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ahnyi talking about 'iwnli'— metBfaif monogamy, I MppoMi 
Yoo've been Uie rock of agci to m^ aU ti^t, but ytm'n m- 
MDtially a iiiq>. Yoo— " 

"Where d' you get tbat 'simp,' Uttle manr Let me tcB 
you—" 

"—love to k>ok caraest and infom the norid that it't the 
'dttQr of reqwosible bnineii men to be itrictiy monl, as aa 
aan^e to the communis.' In fact you're ao eaneat aboof 
morality, old Ceorgie, tbat I bate to think bow essentially 
immoral jrou must be underneath. AD ri^t, you can — " 

"Wait, wait nowl What's—" 

"—talk about monls all you want to, old thing, but bdieve 
me, if it hadn't been for you and an "'•'•f'"''^' evening pUjring 
the violin to Terrill (yFarrdl^ *odk>, and three or four darling 
fljris tbat let me forget this beastly joke tbcy call 'reyect ^ M e 
life,' I'd "ve killed mysdf years ago. 

"And busineasi The roofing burineMl Roob for caw> 
ahedsl Oh, I dont mean 1 haven't had a lot of fun oat of the 
Game; out-of putting it over on the labor unions, and seeing 
a big check coming in, and the bosinesa Increasing. But «dMt% 
the use of it? Yon know, my bnrineaa isnt distributing roof- 
ing — it^ [Hiodpally keeping my coaipetiton from diatriboting 
roofing. Same with you. All we do ta cot each others tbnna 
•od nuke the public p^r for Itl" 

"iMok here now, Paull Youtv pretty dam near talUng 
Eiodalismr' 

"Oh yes, of course I don't really emctly mean that — ^1 
s^Mse. Coune — competition— bringi oat the best — survival 
of the fittest— but— But I mean: Take all these fdOowa 
we know, the kind ri|^t here In the dub now, tbat seem to be 
perfectly content with thdr home-life and their bosineMcs, 
and that boost Zenith and the Chamber of Co mn tfrce and 
hoUer for a million population. I bet if you could cot inl* 
their beads you'd find that one-third of 'cm are i 
satisfied with tbeir wives and kkls and frioids and their a 
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wmA one^Urd fed fcfaid of restlew but wont admit h; and 
qoe-tbird are miserable and know it. llt^ bate tbe wbok 
pqipy, boosting, godhead game, and they're bored by thdi 
wives and think their familiea are fools — at least when they 
come to forty or for^-five they're bored — and they lute bu^- 
neas, and thejr'd go — Why do you nq)pose there's so many 
*mystarioiB' suicides? Why do you soiMXiBe so mat^ Substan- 
tial Gtixens jun^wd right into the war? Think it was all 
patriotism?" 

Babbitt snorted, "What do yon eipect? Think we were 
sent into the world to have a soft time and — what is it? — 
'Boat on Bowery beds of ease*? Think Man was just made to 
be happy?" 

''Why not? Thoue^ I've never discovered utybody that 
knrw what the deuco Man really was made tori" 

"Wdl we know — not jnst in the Bible alone, but it stands 
jo reastm — a man lAo doesnt buckle down and do his duty, 
jven if it does bore him sometimes, is nothing but a— well, he^ 
simfdy a weakling. Mollycoddle, in facti And what do you 
advocate? Come down to casesi If a man is bwed by his 
wife, do yon seriously mean he has a ri^t to chuck her and 
take a sneak, or even kill himsdf?" 

"Good Lord, I don't know irtut 'rij^ts' a man haal And 
X dont know the solution of bwedom. If I did, I'd be the 
one philosopber that had tbe cure for living. But I do know 
that about ten times as many people find their lives dull, and 
moeccBarily dull, as ever admit it; and I do believe that if 
we busted out and admitted it sometimes, instead of beii^ 
nice and patient and loyal for sixty years, and then nice and 
oatieot and dead for tbe rest of eternity, why, maybe, possibly^ 
we nd^ make life more fun." 

They drifted into a maae of qwcolation. Babbitt was de- 
phantisUy uneasy. Paul was bcdd, but not quite sure about 
wbat be was bdng bold. Now and then Babbitt suddenly 
agreed with Paul in an admiaaion iriiidii contradicted all his 
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defoise of dn^ ind Oiristiaii patience, ukI at each artmhaJno 
he had a curious reckless joy. He said at last: 

"Lotik hat, c^ Paul, you do a lot of talking about kidEJng 
thinp in the face, but you never kick. Why dont you?" 

"Nobody does. Habit too atrong. But — Georgie, I've 
been thinfcing of oat mild bat— oh, don't worry, old pillar of ' 
monogamy; it's hi^ily proper. It seems to be settled now, isn't*' 
it — though of course Zilla keeps rooting for a nice eipeoaive 
vacation in New York and Atlantic Qty, with the bright lights 
and the bootlegged cocktails and a bunch of launge>lizards to 
dance with — but the Babbitts and the Rieslinp are sure- 
enough going to Lake Sunasquam, aren't we? Why couldn't 
you and I make some ocuse — say business in New York — 
and get iqi to Maine four or five days befwe they do, and 
just loaf by ourselves and smcAe and cuss and be natural?" 

"Greatl Oeat ideal" Babbitt admired. 

Not for fourteen years had he taken a holiday without ilia 
wife, and neither of than qvdte believed they could commit 
this audacity. Many members of the Athletic Qub did go 
canning without their wives, but they were officially dedicated 
to fishing and hunting, irtiereas the sacred and tmchangeaUv 
qyirts of Babbitt and Paul Riesling were golfing, motoring, 
and bridge. For either the fishermen or the golfers to have 
changed thnr habits would have beoi an infraction of thdr 
sdf-imposed discipline which would have shocked all ri{^t- 
thinklng and regularized citixens. 

Babbitt blustered, "Why don't we just put our foot down 
and say, 'We're going on ahead of you, and that's all there is 
to it I' Nothing criminal in it. Simply say to Zilla — " 

"You don't say anything to Zilla simply. Why, Georgie,. 
she's almost as much of a moralist as you are, and if I told her 
the truth she'd believe we were going to meet some dames in 
New York. And even Myra — she never nags you, the w^ 
Zilla does, but she'd worry. She'd say, 'Don't you want me 
to go to Maine with you? I shouldn't dream of going unless 
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ym mated me;' and you'd give In to save her feeling 09i, 
the devilt Left have a shot at duck-pins." 

Daring the game of duck-pins, a juvenile form of bowling, 
Piul was silent. As tfaey came down the steps of the dub, not 
more than half an hour after the time at which Babbitt had 
sternly told Miss McGoun he would be back, Paul si^ied, 
"Look here, old man, ou^tn't to talked about Slla way I 
did." 

"Rats, old man, it lets off steam." 

"Ob, I knowl After spending all noon sneering at the oon- 
venticHial stuff, I'm conventional enough to be ashamed of sav^ 
ii^ my life by busting out with my fool troubles! " 

"Old Paul, 3rour nerves are kind of on the bum. I'm gmng 
to take you away. I'm going to rig this thing. I'm going 
to have an important deal in New York and — and sure, of 
counel — 111 need you to advise roe on the roof of tbe build- 
ing! And the ole deal will fall throui^, and therell be noth- 
ing for us but to go on ahead to Maine. I — Paul, when it 
comes rig^t down to it, I dont care whether you bust loose 
or noL I do like having a rep for being one of the Bunch, 
but if 3rDU ever needed me I'd chuck it and come out for you 
eveiy time) Not of course but what you're — course I don't 
mean you'd ever do anjrtbiog that would put — that would put 
a decent portion on the fritz but — See bow I mean? I'm 
kind of a clumsy old codger, and I need your fine Eyetalian 
hand. We — Oh, hdl, I can't stand bexc gassing all dayl 
On the job I S' longi Don't take any wooden money, Pauli- 
butl See you sooni S' longi" 
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Hb forgot Faid Riesling in sn sftcnHxin of not uoagrecabte 

details. After a return to his office, which seoned to have 
staggered on without him, he drove a "prospect" out to view 
a four-flat tenement in the Linton district. He was insph«d 
by the cnstomer's admiration of the new dgar-lighter. Thrice 
its novelty made him use it, and thrice he hurled balf-smoked 
cigarettes from the car, protesting, "I got to quit smoking so 
blame much!" 

Their ample discussion of every detail of the dgar-lij^ter 
led tfaem to speak of electric flat-irons and bed-warmers. Bab- 
bitt apologized for being so shabbily old-fashioned as still to 
use a bot-water bottle, and he announced that he would have 
I the sleeping-porch wired at once. He had enormous and poetic 
admiration, thou^ very little understanding, of all mechanical 
devices. They were his symbols of truth and beauty. Regard- 
ing each new intricate mechanism — metal lathe, two-jet car- 
buretor, machine gun, ozyacetylene welder — be learned one 
good realistic-sounding phrase, and used it over and over, with 
a delightful feeling of being technical and initiated. 

The customer joined him in the worship of machinery, and 
they came buoyantly up to the tenement and began that exam- 
ination of plastic slate roof, kalamdn doors, and seven-eigbth»- 
inch blind-nailed flooring, began those diplomacies of hurt 
surprise and readiness to be persuaded to do something they 
had already decided to do, v^ch would some day result in 
a sale. 

On the way back Babbitt picked up his partner and father- 
in-law, Henry T. Tboiiq>soD, at bis kitchen-cabinet wo^, and 
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th^ drove throng South Zenitb, a hi^i-calored, bangiiig, »• 
dtiag region: new factnies of bcdlow tile with gtpntic wire- 
^ass windows, surly old red-brick factories stained with tar, 
hi^i^)erched water-tanks, big red trucks like locomotives, and, 
on a aaxe of hectic side-tracks, far-wandering freight-cats from 
the New York Central and ^^e (»cliards, the Great Northern 
and irtieat-^teaus, the Southern Pacific and orange groves. 

They talked to the secretary of the Zenith Ffnini^ry rnmytny .,. . 
ahmit an i"tr'*°^'li artistic project-^ cast-iron fence Jot.. . . 
linden Laos, C^peterir. They drove on to tbe'Teeco Idotor 
Company and interviemd the sales-manager, No£l Ryland, 
aboat a discount on a Zeeco car for Thon^Mon. Babbitt and 
Ryland were fellow-members of the Boosters' Qub, and no 
Boosta felt ri^t if he bought anything from another Booster 
withoot receiving a discount. But Henry Thompson growled, 
"Ot, t' hdl with 'em! I'm not (psing to crawl around mooch- \ 
ing discounts, not from nobody." It was one of the differences I ^^ 
between Tbtrnqison, the old-fashioned, lean Yankee, rugged, \ i^^ 
traditional, stage type of American business nun, and Babbitt, ' 
the plnaq>, smooth, efficient, up-to-the-minute and otherwise \ 
pofected modem. Whenever Thompson twanged, "Put your 
John Hancock on that line," Babbitt was as much amused by 
the antiqaated provincialism as any proper Englishman by any 
American. He knew himself to be of a breeding altogether 
more esthetic and sensitive than IlionqMon's. He was a col- 
kge graduate, he played golf, he often smoked cigarettes in- { 
stead of cigars, and when he went to Chicago he took a room 
with a private bath. "The iriwle thing is," he eiqilained to 
Paul Riesling, "these old codgers lack the subtlety that you 
got to have to-day." 

TUs advance in civilization could be carried too far, Bab- 
bitt perceived. NoEI Ryland, sales-manager of the Zeeco, was 
a frivolous graduate of Princeton, iriiile Babbitt was a sound 
and standard ware from that great department-store, the State 
GfknsAtg. Ryland wore qiats, he wrote long letters about 
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Gty Planning and ConuuaniQr Singing, and, tboiq^ be «u m 

Booster, be was known to cany in his pocket anuD vcdamcs 

of poetty in a foreign language. All this was going too. far. 

I . genry Thompson was the eitreme of insnlarity, and NoS Rv* 

\ land the extreme br fFAlEiness^ w^e between fhemT'ai^^orJ^^ 

the state, defending the evangeHoiI'diiircbes and domestic 

bri^tneas and sound business, were Babbitt and his friends. 

With this just estimate of himself — and with the promise of 

a discount on Thompson's car — he returned to his ofBoe in 

ijiun^h. 

But as be went throu^ the CMridw of the Reeves Building 
he sighed, "Poor old Paul I I got to— Oh, damn No£l Ry- 
landl Damn Charley McKelveyl Just because they make 
more mcHiey than I do, they think they're so superior. I 
wouldn't be found dead in their stuffy old Union Gubl I — 
Somehow, to-day, I don't feel like going back to work. Oh 
weU— " 



He answaed telephone calls, he read the four o'clock mail, 
he signed his morning's letters, he talked to a tenant about 
repairs, he fought with Stanley Grafi. 

Young Graff, the outside salesman, was always hinting that 
be deserved an increase of commission, and to-day he com- 
plained, "I think I ought to get a bonus if I put throi^ the 
Heiler sale. I'm chasing around and working on it every 
single evening, almost." 

Babbitt frequently remarked to his wife that it was better 
to "con your office-help along and keep 'em happy 'stead of 
jmnping on *em and poking *em vp — get more work out of 
'em that way," but this unexanq>led lack of appreciation hurt 
him, and he turned on Graff: 

"Look here, Stan; let's get this clear. You've got an idea 
somehow that it^ you that do all the selling. Where d' yon 
get that stuff? Where d' yon think you'd be If It wasn't tor 
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oar a^lil bdiiiid yon, tad our lists of proptrties, and all the 
prospec ts we find for yon? All you got to do Is follow iq) our 
■iipB and dose the deal. The hall-porter could sell Babbitt* 
Tttonpian llstingsl Yon say you're engaged to a girl, but 
have to put in your eveninfp diasing after buyers. Well, why 
the devil shouldn't you? What do you want to do? Sit around 
holding her hand? Let me tdl you, Stan, if your girl is worth 
her salt, shell be ^ad to know you're out bustling, making 
some nxKwy to furnish the home>nest, instead of doing the 
lovqr-dovey. The kind of fellow that kicks about working 
overtime that wants to spani his evenings reading trashy 
aovds or ^woning and exchanging a lot of nonsense and fool- 
ishnesB widi sc»ne girl, he ain't the kind of upstanding, ener- . 
getic yoong man, with a future — a nd with Vision! — that'we ^ 
want here. How about it? Wfrfl^tY"'-' ''^"''. a3?*"y' ^ ' "'^ 
you want to make money and be a rcqxMisible member of the 
commun is, or do you want to be a loafer, with no Inspiration 
or Pep?" 

Gtaff was not so amenable to Viucm and Ideals as usual. 
'^on bet I want to make mon^l That's why I want that 
boons! Himest, Wx. Babbitt, I don't want to get fresh, bnt 
this Hefler hoose Is a temR-. Nobodyll fall for it The floor* 
ing a rotten and the waUs are full of cracks." 

"Tfaat^ exactly wbal I meant To a salesman with a bve 
for his pmits^oa, it^ hard problems like that that inspire him 
to do his best Besides, Stan — Matter o' fact, Thon^non 
xnd I are against bonuses, as a matter of principle. We like 
yon, and we want to hdp you so you can get married, but we 
can't be unfair to the others on the staff. If we start 0ving 
yoo bonuses, don't you see we're gofaig to hurt the feeling and 
be unjust to Penriiman and Lqrlock? Right's ri^t, and dis* 
crindnatioai is unfair, and there ain't going to be any of it in 
this office! Don't get the idea, Stan, that because during the 
war iffl*«m«> were hard to hire, now, vhea there's a lot of men 
out of work, there aren't a slew of bri^t young fdknra that 
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wonld be ^ad to stqi In and enjoy jnmr oppattmities, and not 
act as if ThonqnoB and I were his eoemies and not do ai^ 
work except for bonuses. How about it, hdi? How about it?** 

"Oh — well — gee — of course — " sij^ied Graff, as he went 
out, crabwise. 
< Babbitt did not often squabble with his employees. He 
liked to like the people about him; he was dismayed when tbcy 
I did not like him. It was only iriien they attacked the sacred 
parse that he was frightened into fury, but then, being a man 
gjven to oratory and hi^ principles, he enjoyed the sound of 
his own vocabulary and the warmth of bis own virtue. To- 
day he had so passionately indulged in self-approval that he 
wondered iriiether he had been entirely Just: 

"After all, Stan isn't a boy any more. Ou^tnt to call him 
so hard. But rats, got to haul folks over the coals now and 
then for their own good. Ui^leasant duty, but — I wonder 
U Stan is sore? What's he saying to McGoun out there?" 

So chill a wind of hatred blew from the outer office that 
the UOTmal comfort of his evening bome-going wa» mined. He 
was distressed by losing that approval of his employees to 
iriiich an executive is always slave. Ordinarily be left the 
office with a thousand enjoyable fussy directions to tte effect 
^t there would undoubtedly be iiiq)ortBnt tasks to-morrow, 
and Miss McGoun and Miss Bannigan would do well to be 
there eariy, and for heaven's sake remind him to call tq) Conrad 
t^yte soon 's he came in. To-ni^t he departed with ftigned 
and iqwlogetic livdiness. He was as afraid of his still-faced 
clerks— of the eyes focused on him. Miss McGoun staring with 
head lifted from her typing. Miss Bannigan looking over her 
ledger, Mat Penniman craning around at bis desk in the daA 
alcove, Stanley Graff sullenly expressionless — as a parvenu be- 
fwe the bleak propriety of his butler. He hated to expose 
his back to their laughter, and in his effort to be casually meny 
he stammered and was raucoody friendly and ooied wrctdied^ 
out of the door. 
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But be forgot his mlaoy when he saw from Smith Street 
Dtt charms of Flwal Heights; the roofs of red tile and ffem 
slat^ the ahtung new iim-parkirs, and the stainless walls. 



He stopped to inform Howard Littlefidd, his schc^rly neigb- 
bor, that though the day had been springlihe the evening mi^t 
be cold. He went in to shout "Whae are you?" at hb wife, 
with no very definite desire to know where she was. He 
jmwhmH the lawn to see whether the furnace-man had raked 
it pnperiy. With srane satisfaction and a good deal of discus- 
sicm of the matter with Mrs. Babbitt, Ted, and Howard Little- 
fidd, be cooduded that the furnace-man had not raked it 
property. He cat two tufts of wild grass with his wife's larg- 
est dresBmaking-sdastHis; he informed Ted that it was all 
imwwinw having a fumace-man — "big husky fellow like yon 
on^ to do all the wwk around the bouse;" and privately he 
meditated that it was agreeable to have it known throughout 
the nei^bboriiood that he was so proqwrous that his son neva 
worked around the bouse. 

He stood on the sleephig-porch and did his day's exercises: 
arms oat aidewise for two minutes, vp for two minutes, while 
be mattered, "Ouj^t take more exercise; keep in shape;" | 
then went in to see irtiether his collar needed changing before ' 
dinner. As usual it aHwrendy did not. 

The Lettisb-Groat maid, a powerful woman, beat the dinner- 
goafr 

The rout of beef, roasted potatoes, and string beans were 
ncdlent tUs evening and, after an adequate sketch of the 
day's progressive weather-states, his four-hundred-and-fifty- 
dcdlar fee, his lunch with Paul Riesling, and the proven merits 
of the new cigar-lifter, he was moved to a benign, "Sort 
■of OiaUng about buying a new car. Don't bdieve we'll get 
oat tm not year, but still, we mi^t" 
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Vemu, the older daughter, cried, "Oh, Dad, if yoo do, iri^ 
don't you get a sedan? That wmild be perfectly slickl A 
closed car is so much man annfy than an open one." 

"Well now, I don't know about that. I kind of like an open 
car. You get more fresh air that way." 

■^h, shoot, that's jtBt because you never tried a sedan. 
Let's get one. It^ got a lot more class," said Ted. 

"A dosed car docs keep the clothes nicer," frun Mrs. Bab- 
Utt; "You don't get your hair blown all to pieces," from Ver- 
ona; "It's a lot qwrtier," fmn Ted; and from Tinka, the 
youngest, "Oh, let's have a sedanl Mary Ellen's father has 
got one." Ted wound vp, "Ob, eveiyboc^'s got a closed our 
now, except usi'' 

Babbitt faced them: "I guess you got nothing very terrible 
to complain aboutl Anyway, I don't keep a car just to enable 
you children to look like millionaires! And I like an open cart 
10 you can put tlie top down on summer evenings and go ottt 
fat a drive and get some good fresh air. Besides — A cloaed 
car costs more money." 

"Aw, gee whia, If the Doppdbraus can afford a dosed car^ 
I guess we cani" prodded Ted. 

"Huoipbl I make ei^t thousand a year to his sevenl But 
I don't blow it all in and waste it and throw it around, the 
way he doesi Don't bdieve in this business of gni^ and 
^tending a wbole lot of mcmey to show off and — " 

They went, with ardor and some thoroughness, into the mat- 
terB of streamline bodies, hill-climbing power, wire wbeds, 
chrome steel, ignition systems, and body colors. It was mudi 
more than a study of transportation. It was an aspiration 
for knightly rank. In the dty of Zenith, In the barbarous 
twentieth century, a family's motor indicated its social rank 
as precisely as the grades of the peerage determined the rank 
of an Engliife family — indeed, more precisely, considering the 
opinion of old county families upon newly created brewery 
barons and woolen-mill viscounts. The details of precedence 
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■en never offidally detamined. Tliere was no coort to de* 
dde wfaetber the secoiid bod of « Pierce Arrow limousine should 
go in to dinner before the first scm of a Bnick nHulster, bnt 
of tlieir req>ective iodal inqxirtance there was no doubt ; ind 
irtiere Babbitt as a bcry had aspired to the presidency, his taa 
Ted aspired to a Packard twin-six and an established position 
in the nx>tored gentry. 

The immr iriiich Babbitt bad won from his family by sptak- 
bg of a new car evaporated as they realized that he didnt 
fatend to buy one this year. Ted lamented,' "Oh, punki The 
old boat hxAa as if It'd had fleas and beoi scratching its varnish 
off." Mrs. Babbitt said abstractedly, "Snoway talkchei 
bther." Babbitt raged, "If you're too much of a hi^-clas& 
fjentlenian, and you belong to the box ton and so on, why, 
you needn't take the car out this evening." Ted explained, 
'^ didn't mean — " and dinner dragged on with normal domestic 
ddi^t to the inevitable pomt at which Babbitt protested, 
"Come, come now, we can't sit here all evening. Give the 
girl a diance to clear away the table." 

He was fretting, "What a family I I don't know bow we 
aU get to scrq^ing this way. Like to go off some place and 
be able to hev mysdf think, . . . Paul . . . Maine . . . 
Wear dd pants, and loaf, and cuss." He said cautiously to 
his wife, "I've been in coneqwndence with a man in New YoA 
— wants me to see him about a real-estate trade — may cot 
come off till summer. Hope it doesn't break just when we 
and the Rieslings get ready to go to Mahic. Be a shame if 
«c couldn't make the tr^ thne together. Wdl, do use woi^ 
tying now." 

Verona escaped, immediately after dinner, with no discni- 
lion save an automatic "Why don't you ever stay home?" 
iram Babbitt. 

In the living-room, in a cwner of the davenport, Ted set- 
tled down to his Home Study; fia»i geometiy, Gceco, and the 
agfWHTJpg metaphors of Comus. 
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. '^ doat see lAy ibey gjve as Uns old-bshlaned jinik bf 

. \ Milton and Shikcapeare and Wordsworth and aU tbese bas- 

\y beau," be protested. "Ob, I guess I oould stand it to see m 

show 1^ Shakeqieare, if they had swdl scenery and put on a 

lot of dog, but to sit down in cold blood and nai 'em — 

These teachers— how do they get that way?" 

Mrs. Babbitt, darning socks, speculated, "Yes, I wonder irt^r. 
Of course I don't want to fly in the face of the professors and 
everybody, but I do think there^ things in Shakespeare — not 
that I lead him much, but irtien I was young the prla used to 
show me passages that weren't, really, they waen't at all nice." 

Babbitt lodced iq) irritably from the comic strips in the 
Evtmnt Advocate. They conf>osed his favorite literature and 
art, these illustrated chronicles In which Mr. Matt hit Mr. 
Jeff with a rotten egg, and Mother corrected Father's vulpi^ 
isms by means of a rolling-pin. With the solemn face of a 
devotee, breathing heavily throu^ his open mouth, he [dodded 
nightly through every picture, and during the rite he detested 
intemqitiona. Furthermore, he felt that <m the subject of 
Shakespeare he wasn't really an authority. Neithtt the Ad- 
vocate-Tmet, the Evening Advocate, nor the BiiUetm of the 
Zemth Chamber of Commerce had ever had an editorial oo 
the matter, and until one of them had qwkeo he found it hard 
to form an original opinion. But even at risk of floundering 
in strange bop, he could not keep out of an opoi contro v er s y. 

"Ill tell you why you have to study Shakespeare and those. 
It's because they're required for college entrance, and that's 
all there is to itt Personally, I don't see myself irtiy thqr 
stuck 'em into an up-tonlate high-sdiod system like we have 
in this state. Be a good deal better if yaa took Bnuneas Eng- 
lish, and learned how to write an ad, or letten that would pull. 
But there it is, and thve's no talk, argument, or (Uscussion 
about it I Trmible with you, Ted, is you always want to do 
something different! If you're gnng to law-schotri — and yoa 
arel — I never had % chance to, but 111 see that yon do— 
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irigr, youH mot to lay in all. the EngUah and Latin jroa 
cm grt." 

"Oh punk. I don't see what's the use of law-school— or 
even finishing hi^ school X don't want to go to cidlege 'spe- 
cially. Honest, there's lot of fdlows that have graduated from 
odleges that don't begin to make as much money as fellows 
that went to work early. Old Shimmy Fetos, that teaches 
Latin In the High, he's a what-is-it from Columbia and he sits 
1^ all night reading a lot of greasy books and he's always 
ipiding about the 'value of languages,' and the poor soak 
doesnt make but eighteen hundred a year, and no traveling 
ifflxmafi would think of working for that. I know what I'd 
like to do. I'd like to be an aviator, or own a corking big 
guage, or else — a fellow was telling me about it yesterday — 
I'd like to be one of these fellows that the Standard Oil Com- 
pany sends out to China, and you live in a am^iound and 
dcmt have to do any work, and you get to see the world and 
pagodas and the ocean and everything! And then I oMdd 
take vp correqxindence-^rourses. That's the real stuSI You 
dcm't have to redte to some frosty-faced old dame that's trying 
to show off to the principal, and you can study any subject 
you want to. Just listen to these! I dipped out the ads of 
aome swell courses." 

He snatched from the back of his geometry half a hundred 
advertisements of those home-study courses which the energy 
and fored^t of American commerce have ctntributed to the 
science of education. The first displayed the portrait of a 
yoang man with a pure brow, an iron jaw, silk socks, and hair 
Kke patent leather. Standing with one hand in his trousen- 
pocket and the otha ertended with chiding forefinger, he was 
bewitddng an audience of men with gray beards, paunches, 
VifU heads, and every other sign of wisdom and proq>erify. 
Above the picture was an in^>iring educational symbol — no ' 
antiqaated lan^ or torch or owl of Hinerva, but a row of dol* 
hr sgna. The text ran: 
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POWBR AMD PROBPXRITT IN PUBUC SPBAXZHO 
A Yam ToM st the Qob 



Who da yon think I nn into the other evening at the De Ltut 
Retfaunnt? Why, old Freddy Durkcc, OiaX uied to be « dead 
or-kltve ihippinc ckHc io my old place— Ur. Uotue-Uao we ued 
to Unghin^ call the dear fellow. One time be wai so 
timid he waa plnmb acared of the Super, and never got credit 
for the dandjr woik be did. Hin 
at the De Ltucel And if be watnH 
ordering a tony feed with all the 
"fixinga" from celery to nutal And 
initead of being cnbamncd by tfas 
waiten, like be uaed to be at die 
little damp where we Itmched in 
Old Lang Syne, he waa bowing them 
around like he waa a miUiooaire I 



WHAT WE TEACH 

YOU I 
How to addreaa your 
lodge. 
How to giTc toasti. 



■tonei. 

How to propow to a 

lady. 

Ifow to eatert^o baa- 

qnett. 

How to make coovinc- 

ing aellttig-talki. 

How to bidld big TO- 

cabulary. 

How to create a itrong 

personality. 
, How to become a ra- 
tional, powerful and 

original thinker. 
, How to be a UASTER 

MAN I 



I cantionaly aaked him what be 
waa doing. Freddy laughed and 
said, "Say, oU cfaum, I gueii you're 
wondering what's come over me:. 
You'll be ' glad to know Fm now 
Aiiittant Super at the old shop, and 
right on the High Road to Proa- 
perity and Domination, and I look 
forward with con6dence to a twelve* 
cylinder car, and the wife it tnalring 
things hum in the best lodc^ and 
the Idddiei getting a first-das) «da- 
catiML 
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*^CK^i how it happoMd. I nn 
Bcron ui kd of a ccnine that daitned 
to teach people how to talk easilj 
and OD their feet, how to answer 
egnplaints, how to lajr a propoiition 
before the Bou, how to hit a bank 
for a loan, how to hold a big audi- 
ence spellbound with wit, humor, 
anecdote, inspiration, etc. It was 
OMttpiled by the Uatter Orator, Prof. 
Waldo F. Peet I was skeptical, too, 
but I wrote (juit on a postcard, with 
Bine and address) to the publisher 
for the leuoDs — sent On Trial, 
manor back if you are not abio- 
hrtdf tatislied. There were eight 
rimple lessons in plain language 
asjbodjr could understand, and I 
studied tbem just a few hours a 
nigh^ then started practising on the 
wife Soon found I could talk right 
vp to the Super and get due credit 
for an the good work I did. They 
began to appreciate me and advance 
me fast, and say, old doggo, what do you think they're paying ma 
sow? fG^Soo per yearl And say, I find I can keep a big audience 
fascinated, speaking on any topic As a friend, old boy, I advise 
700 to send for drcuUr (no obligation) and valoable free Art 



PROF. W. F. PEET 

author of the Short- 
cut Course in Pnblic- 
Spealdng, is easily the 
foremost figure in prac- 
tical literature, psy- 
chology h oratory. A 
graduate of some of 
our leading universities, 
lecturer, extensive trav- 
eler, author of boobs, 
poetry, etc., a man 
with tbe unique PER- 
SONALITY OF THE 
MASTER UINDS, he 
is ready to give YOU 
all the secrets of his 
culture and hammer- 
ing Force, in a few 
easy lessons that will 
not interfere with other 
occupations. 



Shokicut Educational Pub. Co. 
Desk WA Sandpit, Iowa. 

Uat YOU A 100 PBRCEHTBR OR A 10 PERCENTERS 
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So ' BABBITT 

Qabtutt was again witboot a caixm uliidi would enable bim 
to Epeak with authority. Notbing in motoring or real estate 
had indicated wbat a Solid Citizen and Regular Fellow ouj^t 
to think about culture by mail. He began with hesitation: 

"Well — sounds as if it covoed the ground. It certainly is a 
fine thing to be able to orate. I've sometimes thought I had 
a little talent that way myself, and I know dam well that one 
reason why a fourfluabing old back-number like Gian Mott 
can get away with it in real estate is just because he can make 
a good talk, even irtien he hasn't got a doggone thing to sayl 
And it certainly is pret^ cute the way they get out all these 
courses on vaiions topics and subjects nowadays. Ill tell 
you, tbou^: No need to blow in a lot of good money on this 
stuff when yon can get a fiist-rate course in eloquoice and 
BngjjA and all that ri^t in your own school — and one of the 
biggest scbod buildings in the entire countryl" 

"That^ 80," said Mrs. Babbiu comfortably, while Ted com- 
plained: 

"Yuh, but Dad, th^ just teach a lot of old funk that isn't 
any practical use — aaxpt the manual training and typewriting 
and basketball and dancing — and in these correspondence- 
courses, gee, you can get all kinds of stuff that would come ic 
handy. Say, listen to this one: 

CAN YOU PLAY A ICAITS PART? 

If you mrc wslking with your mother, sister or be*t 
girl and some one passes a sligfiting remark or osei 
improper langnage, won't yon be ashamed if tou cant 
take lier part? Well, can you? 

We teach boxing and self-defense t>y mail. Uwif 
pupils have written saying that after a few lessons 
they're outboxed bigger and heavier opponents. The 
leuoDs start with simple movements practised before 
your mirror — holding out your hand for a coin, the 
breast-stroke in swimming, etc Before you realixe it 
you are striking scientifically, duddng, guarding and 
feioting, just as if you had a real opponent before yotf. 
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"C^ baby, mtybe I wouldn't Uke thati " Ted chanted. TU 
tdl die worldl Gosh, I'd like to take one fdlow I know in 
acbool that's always shooting off his month, and catch him 



"NoDscDsel The ideal Most usdess thing I ever beaid 
9tl" Babbitt fulminated. 

"Wdl, just suppose I was walking with Mama or Rone, 
and somebody passed a slighting remark or used in^uoper 
language. What would I do?" 

"Why, you'd [vobably bust the record for the hundred-yard 
dashi" 

"I rootM DotI I'd stand ri^t up to any mucker that passed 
a alighting remark on my sister and I'd show him — " 

"Look here, young Denq>seyl If I ever catch you fitting 
rn iriiale the everlaatisg dayli^ts out of you — and 111 do it 
witboot piBctisfag holding out my hand for a coin before tfie 
Dirror, tool 

"W^, Ted dear," Mrs. Babbitt said placidly, "it's not at 
aD nice, your talking of fighting this wayl" 

"Well, gosh almighty, that's a fine way to aiq>reciate — And 
dKn mppoae I was walking with you, Ma, and somdMdy 
passed a slighting remark — " 

"Nobody's going to pass no dieting remarks on nobody,'' 
Babbitt observed, "not if they stay home and study tbdr 
geometry and mind their own affairs instead of hailing around 
a lot of poolrooms and soda-fountains and places where no- 
body's girt any business to bel" 

"But goooooooah, Dad, if they DIDl" 

Mrs. Babbitt chirped, "Well, if they did, I wouldn't do them 
the bonor of pajring any attration to them I Besides, thqr 
never do. You alwajrs hear abont these wonwo that get fol- 
lowed and insulted and all, but I don't believe a word of it, or 
it's their own fault, the way some women look at a person. I 
certainly never 've been insulted by — " 

"Av sboot. Mother, just si^^Kse you were sometimel Just 
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imppote/ Can't yoo suppose Bometfaiiig? Can't sron Im^^ne 

"Cwtainly I can imagine thin^l The ideal'' 
"Certainly your mother can imagine things — and siqjpoBe 
tbingsl Think you're the only member of this housdiold that's 
got an imagination?" Babbitt demanded. "But what's the use 
of a lot of siqqKning? Suj^xoing never gets you anjrwhere. 
No sense supposing vhen there's a lot of real facts to take into 



"Look here, Dad. Sn[q)ose — I mean, just — just stqipose yoa 
irere in your oEGce and some rival real-estate man — " 

"Realtor 1" 

" — some realtor that yoD hated came in — " 

"I don't hate any realtor." 

"But suppose you didf" 

1 don't intend to suppose anything of the kindl There^ 
plenty of fellows in my profession that stoop and hate their 
competitors, but if you were a little older and understood busi- 
ness, instead of always going to the movies and running around 
with s lot of fool girk with their dresses up to their knees and 
powdered and painted and rouged and God knows what all 
as if thqr were chorus-girls, then you'd know — and you'd stqv 
pose — that if there's any one thing that I stand for in the real- 
estate circles of Zenith, it is that we ought to always speak 
of each other only in the friendliest terms and institute a ^irit 
of brotherhood and cot^ieration, and so I certainly can't si^ 
pose and I can't imagine my hating any realtor, not even tha' 
dir^, fourflushing socie^ sneak, Cecil Rountreel" 

"But—" 

"And there's no If, And or But about iti But if I wen, 
going to lambaste 3omrix>dy, I wouldn't require any iaaqf 
ducks or swimming-strokes before a mirror, or any of these 
doodads and flq)9opsl Suppose you were out some pUce and 
a fdknr called you vile nama. Think you'd want to bos and 
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jmip annmd like a daociii^iiiaster? You'd just lay hhn out 
odd (at least I certainly hope any aoo of mine wouldl) aod 
then you'd dust oS your hands and go on about your business, 
and that's all there is to it, and you arm't going to have any 
boiiDg-leBsons by mail, either 1" 

"Wdl but — Yes — I just wanted to show how many dif- 
ferent kinds of correspondence-courses there are, instead of aT 
the camembert they teach us in the Hi^." 

"But I thought they tauf^t boxing in the school gymnasinm. ' 

"That's diSerent. They stick you up there aod some big 
stiff amuses himself pounding the atuffin's out of you before 
you have a chance to learn. Hunkal Not anyl But any- 
way — Listen to some of these others." 

The advertisements were truly philanthropic. One of tbem 
bwe the rousing headline: "Moneyl Moneyll Moneylll" 
Tie second announced that "Mr. P. R., formerly making only 
^i^teen a week in a barber shop, writes to us that since taking 
our course be is now pulling down $5poo as an Osteo-vitalic 
Physician;" and the third that "Miss J. L., recently a wrapper 
In a stttn, is now getting Tea Real Dollars a day teaching our 
Hindu System of Vibratory Breathing and Mental Control." 

Ted had collected Mty or sixty announcements, from annual 
>efetcDce-books, from Sunday School periodicals, fiction-mag- 
ittitea, and journals of discussion. One benefactor implored, 
*Don't be a Wallflower— Be More PopuJar and Make More 
Money — You Can Ukulele or Sing Yourself into Society I By 
the secret principles of a Newly Discovered System of Music 
Teaching, any one — man, lady or child — can, without tiresomr 
exercises, q>edal training or long drawn out study, and with- 
out waste of time, money or energy, learn to (ilay by note. 
piano, banjo, comet, clarinet, saxophone, violin or drum, and 
learn si^t-sin(png." 

Hie next, under the wistful appeal "Finger Fnnt Detectives 
Wanted— Big IncunesI" confided: "YOU red-blooded men 
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aod mmn— this b the PROFESSION yon have been looUng 
for. There^ HONEY in it, BIG money, and that rapid change 
of scene, that entrancing and compelling interest and faadna^ 
tion, which your active mind and adventurous spirit crave. 
Hiink of being the chief figure and directing factor in solv* 
ing strange mysteries and bafDing crimes. This wonderful 
profession brii^ you into contact wiib influential men cm 
the basis of equality, and often calls tqx>n you to tiavd eveiy^ 
where, maybe to distant lands— all espenses paid. NO SPE- 
CIAL EDUCATION REQUIRED." 

"Oh, boy I I guess that wins the fire-bride necklacel 
Wouldn't it be swell to travel ev d ' ywh e i e and n^ some 
famous crocAl" whooped Ted. 

"Wdl, I dont think much of that. Doggone likely to get 
hurt Still, that musk-study stunt mig^t be pretty foh*, 
fiiou^ There's no reason why, if effidaicy-experts pat thdr 
minds to it the way Hay have to routing products in a factory, 
they couldn't figure out some scheme so a person wouldn't 
have to monkey wiib all this practising and exercises that you 
get in music." Babbitt was impressed, and he had a ddi^t- 
tul parental feeling that they two, the men of the family, un- 
derstood each other. 

He listened to the notices of maO-box univenities whidi 
tau^t Short-story Writing and In^roving the Memory, Mo^ 
tion-picture-acting and Devdoping the Soul^Mwer, Banking 
and Spanish, Chiit^xidy and Photography, Electrical En^- 
Decring and Window-trimming, Poultty-raistng and Chnnistry. 

"Well — ^well — " Babbitt sou^t for adequate egression of 
his admiration. "I'm a son of a gunt I knew this correspond- 
ence-school business had become a mighty profitable game — 
makes suburiun real-estate Itxk like two cental — but I didnt 
realize it'd got to be such a reglat key-industryl Must rank 
ri^ up with groceries and movies. Always figured som^iody'd 
come along with the brains to not leave education to a lot of 
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s and in^Hvctical theorists but make a big tbing out 
of h. Yes, I can see how a lot of these courses might intereat 
you. I must ask the fellows at the Athletic if they ever real- 
ucd — Bat same time, Ted, you know how advertisers, I 
mean some advertises, exaggerate. I don't know as they'd 
be able to jam you through these courses as fast as they claim 
they can." 

"Oh sure. Dad; of course." Ted had the immense and joy- 
fnl matmrity of a boy who is req>ectful]y listened to by his 
eUen. Bablutt concentrated on him with grateful affection: 

"I can see i^t an influence these courses might have oa the 
iriiole educational works. Course I'd never admit It pub- , 
lidjr — fellow like myself, a State U. graduate, it's only decent 
and patriotic for him to blow his bom and boost the Alma 
Ma^er — but smatter of fact, there's a iriiole lot of valuable 
time lost even at the U., studying poetry and French and sub- 
jects that never brou^t in anybody a cent. I don't know but 
what niaybe these correspondence-courses might prove to be 
one of the most important American inventions. 

"Trouble with a lot of folks is: they're so blame material; 
they don't see the spiritual and mental side of American su- 
preniacy; they think that inventions like the telephone and 
the areofdane and wirdess — no, that was a Wop invention, 
but anymy; they think these mechanical in^irovements are all 
that we stand for; whereas to a real thinker, he sees that ^ir> \ 
ftoal and, uh, dominating movements 1^ Efficiency, and Ro- N 
tarianism, and Prohibition, and Democracy are iriiat com- 
pose oar deepest and truest wealth. And maybe this new 
principle in education-at-home may be another — may be an- 
other factor. I tdl you, Ted, we've got to have Vision — " 

*^ think those cmreqxuidence-courses are terrible!" 

Tlie philosophers ga^>ed. It was Mrs. Babbitt who bad 
made this discord in thrir spiritual harmony, and one of Mrs. 
Babbitt^ virtues was that, except during diimer-parties, when 
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she was tnosfoRiMd into a ngmg hostess, she took care of 
the house aixl didn't bother the males by thinking. She went 
on firmly: 

"It sounds awful to me, the way thqr coax those poor young 
folka to think they're leaning something, and nobody 'round 
to help them and — Yoo two learn so quick, but me, I always 
was slow. But just the same — " 

Babbitt attended to her: "Ncmscnsel Get just as much, 
atw^ing at home. You don't think a fellow learns any more 
because he blows in his father's hard-earned mon^ and rits 
around in Morris chairs in a swell Harvard dormitory with 
l^tures and shidds and table-covers and those doodads, do 
you? I tdl jrou, I'm a college man — ^I kmnel There is one 
<d>jection you mi|^t make thou^ I certainly do protest 
gainst any effort to get a lot of fellows out of barber shops 
and factories into the professions. They're too crowded 
already, and iriiatll we do for workmen if all those fdlows 
go and get educated?" 

Ted was leaning back, smoking a d^uette without reproof. 
He was, for the moment, sharing the high thin air of BaUiitt's 
q>eculatioo as though he were Paul Riesling or even Dr. How- 
ard Littlefield. He hinted: 

"Well, what do you think then. Dad? Wouldn't it be 
a good idea if I could go oB to China or some peppy place, 
and study engineering or something by mail?" 

"No, and 111 tell you why, son. I've found out it's a mi^ty 
nice thing to be able to say you're a BA. Some client that 
doesn't know what you are and thinks you're Just a plug busi- 
ness man, he gets to shooting oS his mouth about econcnnica 
«* literature or foreign trade conditions, and you just ease in 
something like, 'When I was in college — course I got my BA. 
in soddogy and all that junk — ' Oh, it puts an awful crtn^ 
in their stylel But there wouldn't be any class to sajring *I 
got the degree of Stan^licker from the Bezuzus Mail-order 
Unhrersi^r You see — My dad was a pretty good old coot, 
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but be never bad much style to him, and I had to waA dam 
hard to eatn my way tbrou^ college. Well, it's been worth it, 
to be able to associate with the finest geotlemes in Zenith, 
at tbe dubs and so on, and I wouldn't want you to drop out 
of tbe gentlemen class — tbe class that are just as red-blooded 
as the Common People but still have power and personally. 
It would kind of hurt me if you did that, old manl" 

"I know, Dadr Surel All right. Ill stick to it. Sayl 
Goshl Gee friiizi I forgot all about those kids I was go^ 
to take to the chwus rdearsal. Ill have to dnckl" 

"But you haven't done all your hom&-work." 

"Do it first thing in tlie morning." 

"Wdl— " 

& times in tbe past sixty days Babbitt had stormed, "You 
will not 'do It first thing in the moming'l Youll do it right 
nowl" but to-ni^t he said, "Well, better hustle," and his 
■ntle was the rare shy radiance he kept for Paul Riesling. 



"Ted's a good tx^," he said to Mrs. Babbitt. 

"Ot. be is!" 

"Who's these {^Is he's g(^ to pick up? Are they nice 
decent girls?" 

"I don't know. Ob dear, Ted never tdls me anything any 
more. I don't understand irtiat's come over the children of 
this genention. I used to have to tell F^pa and Mama every- 
thing, but seems like the children to-day have just slii^>ed away 
from all control." 

"I bope th^'re decent girls. Course Ted's no longer a kid, 
and X wouldn't want him to, uh, get mixed up and everything." 

"George: I wonder if you oughtn't to take him aside and 
tdl him about — Thingsl" She blushed and lowered ber eyes. 

"Well, I don't know. Way I figure it, Myra, no sense sug- 
gmtiog a lot of Thinp to a boy's mind. Think up enou^ 
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devflmoit by hlnadf. But I wonder — It's Und of a hatd 
qustioa. Wonder irtiat LiUlefield thinks about it?" 

"Courw 'PapsL agrees with you. He axys all this — ^lostnio- 
lion — is — He says 'tisot decent." 

**(%, he does, does hel Well, let me tdl you that iriiatevcr 
Houy T. Thompson thinks — about morals, I mean, tlmii gh 
course you can't beat the okl duffer — " 

"Why, irtiat a way to talk of Papal" 

" — sniq)]y can't beat him at getting in on the ground 0oor 
of a deal, but let me tell you iriienevei he qxin^ any Ideas 
about higher things and education, then I know I think just 
the q>posite. Yon may not regard me as any great brain- 
shark, but bdieve me, I'm a regular college president, conqiared 
with Heniy T.I Yes sir, by gplUy, Vm going to take Ted 
aside and teS him why I lead a strictly moral life." 

"Oh, will you? When?" 

"When? When? What's the use of trying to pin me down 
to When and Why and Where and How and When? That^ 
the trouble with woma, that's why they dont make high-dasa 
aecutives; they havent any sense of diplomaqr. When the 
proper qiportunify and occasion arises so it just comes in nat* 
oral, why then I'll have a friendly little talk with him and — 
and~ Was that Unka hollering up-stairs? She oug^t to been 
asleep, long ago." 

He prowled through the living-room, and stood in the sun- 
parlor, that glass-walled room of wicker chairs and swinging 
oonch in which they loafed on Sunday afternoons. Out^dc^ 
only the lights of Doppdbrau's boose and the dim presence 
of Babbitt's favorite elm broke the softness of April night. 

"Good visit with the boy. Getting over feding cran^, 
iray I did this morning. And restless. Thouj^, by golly, I will 
iiave a few days alone with Paul in Maioel . . . That devil 
Znial . . . But . . . Ted's all right. Whole family all ri^t 
And good business. Not many fellows make four hundred and 
flf^ bucks, practically half of a thousand dollan, easy aa I 
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did to-d«7l MsTbe idien we all get to rowing it's just as nmdi 
n^ fault as it is theirs. Oughtn't to get grouchy like I do. 
Bat — Wish I'd been a pioneer, same as my graod-dad. But 
then, wouidn't have a boiae like this. I— Oh, gosh, / dotit 
imaml" 

He tbon^ moodily of Paul Riesling, of their youth togethtr, 
of the girls they had known. 

When Babbitt bad paduated from the State Utuver^^, 
twen^-four years ago, he had intoided to be a lawyer. He 
had beeo a pooderoua debater in college; he fdt that be was an 
oratw; he saw himself becoming governor of the state. While 
be read law he worked as a real*eatate baW"^". He saved 
monqr, lived in a boarding-house, Btq)ped on poached egg on 
bash. Hie lively Paul Riesling (who was certainly going off 
to Europe to study violin, next month or next year) was his 
refuge till Paul was bespelled by Zilla Ccdbeck, who lauf^ 
and danced and drew men after her plunq) and puly wagging 
finger. 

Babbitt's evenings were barren then, and he found comfort 
onfy in Paul^ second cousin, Myra Thmnpson, a sledi and gen- 
tle gjrl who showed her capacity by agremg- with the ardent 
young Babbitt that of course he was going to be governor scHne 
day. Where ZiUa mocked him as a country boy, Msrra said 
indigiNU^ that lie was ever so much solider than the yotmg 
dandies who bad been bcKii in the great dty of Z^th — an 
ancient aettlonent in 1897, one hundred and five years old, 
with two hundred thousand papulation, the queen and wonder 
of all the state and, to the Catawba boy, George Babbitt, so 
vut and thunderous and luxurious that be was flattered to 
know a girl ennobled by birth in Zenith. 

Of love there was no talk between them. He knew that if be 
was to study lav he could not many for years; and MyT» 
was diriiactly a Nice Girl — one didn't kiss her, one didnt 
*4hink about bcr that way at all" unless one was going to 
many ber. But she was a dependable con^nnion. She waa 
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always ready to go skating, walking; ahrays ctnteot to beat 
his discourses on the great things be vras going to do, the do- 
tressed poor whom he would defend against the Unjust Rkh, 
the ^>eeches he would make at Banquets, the ioexactitudns 
of pc^olar thought which he would cnrect. 

One evening when he was weaiy and soft-minded, be saw 
tiiat she had been weeping. She had been left out of a party 
given by Zilla. Somehow her head was on his shoulder and he 
was kissing away the tean — and she raised her head to say 
tmstin^y, "Now that we're agaged, shall we be mairied aotn 
or shall we wait?" 

Engaged? It was his first hint of it. His affection tat this 
brown tender woman thing went cold and fearful, but be 
could not hurt her, could not abuse her trust. He mumbled 
something about waiting, and escaped. He walked for M hour, 
trjring to find a way of telling her that it was a mistake. Often, 
in the nHinth after, he got near to telling her, but it was pleas- 
ant to have a girl in his arms, and less and less could he Insult 
her by blurting that he didnt love her. He himself had no 
doubt. The evening before his marriage was an agony, and 
the morning wild with the desire to flee. 
I She made him irtiat is known as a Good Wife. She was 
lojral, industrious, and at rare times merry. She passed from 
a feeble disgust at their closer relations into what promised to 
be ardent affection, but It drooped into bored routine. Yet 
she existed only for him and for the children, and she was as 
tony, as worried as himself, when be gave up the law and 
trudged on in a rut of listing real estate. 

"Poor kid, she hasn't bad much better time than I have," 
Babbitt reflected, standing in the dark sun-parlor. "But — I 
wish I could 've had a whirl at law and politics. Seen irtiat 
1 oiuld do. Well — Maybe IVe made more m<Hiey as it fa." 

He returned to the living-room but before he settled down 
he smoothed his wife's hair, and she glanced up, iiappy and 
■omeiAat surprised. 
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Hb acdcmnly finished tbe last copy of tbe American Hapt- 
SfHff, while his wife sighed, laid away her darning, and looked 
enviously at the lingerie designs in a women's magaziDe. The 
nxHn was veiy still. 

It was a room which observed the best Floral Hn^ts 
standards. The gray walls were divided into artificial pand- 
ing by strq» of irtiite-enamded pine. From the Babbitts' 
lanaa house had come two much-carved rocking-chairs, buf 
tbe other chairs were new, very deq> and restful, upholstered 
in blue and gold-striped vdvet. A blue velvet davenport faced 
tbe fireplace, and behind it was a cberrywood table and a tall 
I^aDO-lan^ with a shade of golden ^k, (Two out of every 
three bouses in Floral Heights had before the fireplace a daven- 
port, a mahogany table real or imitation, and a pianoJaiqi 
or a reading-lamp with a shade of yellow or rose silk.) 

Od tbe table was a runner of gold-threaded Chinese fabric, 
four magazines, a silver box containing cigarctteK:rumbs, and 
three "gift-books" — large, expensive editions of fairy-tales iUus- 
tnted by English artists and as yet unread by any Babbitt 
save Tinka. 

In a ctvner by the front windows was a large cabinet Vlcr 
tnda. (Eight out of every nine Floral Heights houses bad 
s cabinet phonograph.) 

Amt^g tbe pictures, hung in the exact center of eadi gr^ 
pand, were a red and black imitation English hunting-print, 
an anemic Imitation boudoir-print with a French caption of 
iriiose niMBlity Babbitt had always been rather su^idous, 
and a "hand-colored" photograph of a Colonial rocxn — rag rug, 
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maiden ^Miiidiig; est deaure beftve a iriute btpiaat. (Nine> 
ttea oat of evoy twen^ houses in Floral Heists bad dtbn 
a hmiting-r""*, a Madame Fait la ToSMt priot, a adored 
photograph of a New Riband bcRse, a phott^raidi of a Rod^ 
Monntam, or all four.) 

It was a nxm as n^toicr ta comfort to the "parlor" of 
Babbitt's boyhood as bis motor was si^ienar to bis father's 
boggy. Tbon^ dicre was nothing in the room that was in- 
teresting, there was ootfaing diat was offensive. It was as 
neat, and as negative, as a block of artificial ic& The fire- 
place was maoftened by downy ashes or by sooty brid; the 
Ytnm fire-irons were of immscnlate polish; and the grenadier 
andirons wm like sanyles in a shop, desolate, unwanted, life- 
less thiffw of ctminerce. 

Against the wall was a [uano, with another piano-lamp, bat 
no oat used it save Tinka. The hard briskness of the phtmo- 
gnph contented them; their store of jaaz records nude them 
' feel wealthy and cultured; and all th^ knew of creating music 
was the nice adjustment of a bamboo needle. The books on 
the table were unspotted and laid in rigid parallels; not one 
comer of the carpet-rug was curled; and nowhere was there 
a hock^-stick, a torn jMcture-book, an old cap, or a gre^trious 
and disorganiang dog. 



At home, Babbitt never read with absorption. He was con- 
centrated enou^ at the office but here be crossed his le^ and 
fidgeted. When his stoiy was interesting he read the best, 
that is the funniest, paragraphs to his wife; when it did not 
hold him he coughed, scratched his ankles and bis right ear, 
thrust his left thumb Into bis vest pocket, jinked his silver. 
iriilrled the cigar<utter and the keys on one end of his watcb- 
tliain, yawned, rubbed his ncse, and found errands to do. 
He went upstairs to put on his slqipers — ^his elegant sl^ipers 
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of seal-tHown, shaped Uke medieval shoes. He Inongbt np an 
apfit fron tbe bairel which stood by the tmnk-cloaet in the 



"An apple a day keeps the doctor away," he enlightenod 
Mn. Babbitt, for quite the first time hi fourteen hours. 

•TTiat's so." 

"An ^iple is Nature's best regulator." 

•^es, It—" 

"Tnnible with women is, tbqr never have sense enou^ to 
form regular habits." 

"Wdl, I—" 

"Always nibbling and ttting between meals." 

"Georgel" She looked i^ frtKU her reading, "Did yon 
have a li^t lundi to-day, like you were going to? I didl" 

This malidous and ui^)rovoked attack astounded him, 
■^dl, maybe k wasn't as light a^ Went to lunch with 
Paul and didn't have much chance to diet. Oh, you needn't 
to grin like a chessy cati If it wasn't for me watching out 
and keying an eye on our diet — I'm the raly member at 
this family that appreciates the value of oatmeal for breakp 
but. I—" 

She stooped over her story iriiile he pkHisly sliced and 
gu^>ed down the apple, discoorring: 

"One thing I've done: cut down ray smcAing. 

"Had kind of a nm-In with Graff in the office. He's get- 
ting too dam fresh. Ill stand for a good deal, but once in 
a while I got to assert my authority, and I jumped him. 'Stan,' 
I said — Wdl, I told him just exactly where he got off. 

"Fmay kind of a day. Makes you feel restless. 

"WdlUnim, nh— " That sleepiest sound in the world, the 
terminal srawn. Mrs. BaUutt yawned with it, and looked 
grateful as he droned, "How about gtdng to bed, eh? Dont 
siqipose Rone and Ted will be in tilt all boors. Ytp, fonigr 
Und of a day; not terribly warm but yet — Godt, I'd like — 
Some d^ I'm going to take a long motor trip." 
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"Ya, we'd tayxf tbit," she ymwned. 

He loiAed awmy from her u be realued that he did not 
wish to have her go irith him. As he locked doors and tried 
windows and set the beat r^ulator so that the fnmaoe- 
drafta wonid open antomaticalfy in the moraine he si^ied a 
little, heavy with a luidy feding iriiicb poplend and fri^t- 
ened him. So absent-minded was be that he could not re- 
member wfakh window-catcbes he had inq>ected, and thnni^ 
the darkness, fumbliDg at unseen perilous chairs, he crq>t back 
to try them all over again. His feet were loud <m the atqpa 
aa he duti^}ed upstairs at the end of this great and treacli* 
crous day of veOed rebdUons. 



Before breaktet he alwqrn reverted to iq>-state vfllage boy- 
hood, and shrank from the aaapiex urban demands of shaving, 
bathing, deciding whether the current shirt was dean enou^ 
lor another day. Whenever be stayed home in the evening 
he went to bed early, and thriftily got ahead in those dismal 
duties. It was his luxurious custom to shave irtiile sitting 
snugly in a tnbful of hot water. He may be viewed to-ni^t 
as a plump, smooth, pink, baldish, podgy goodman, robbed 
of the inqxHtance of q>ectades, squatting in breast-high water, 
sending his lather-smeared cheds with a safety-^aKir like a 
tiny lawn-mower, and with melancholy dlgni^ clawing throu^ 
the water to recover a slippery and active piece of so^>. 

He was lulled to dreaming by the caressing warmth. The 
light fdl on the inner surface of the tub In a pattern of ddl- 
cate wrinkled lines which sl^iped with a green sparkle over 
the curving porcelain as the dear water trembled. BabKtt. 
lazily watched it; noted that altng the silhouette of his less 
apinst the radiance on the bottom of the tub, the shadows of 
the air-bubbles dinging to the hairs were reproduced as strange 
Jnngje mosses. He patted the water, and the reflected light 
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cqisbed wad leaped and voBgyid. He ms content and 
cbOdish. He played. He shaved a swath down the calf of 
one plunq> .leg. 

The dnin^Hpe was drilling, a dulcet and Uvdy song: drip 
pety drip drip dribble, driiq>ety inp drq> drip. He was en< 
chanted by it. He looked at the solid tub, the beautiful nickd 
taps, the tfled walla of the room, and felt virtuous in the pos- 
session of this splendor. 

He roused himself and apcikt gruffly to his bath-things. 
"Come berel You've done enou^ foolingi" he reproved the^ 
treadierom soap, and defied the scratchy nail-brush with "di, 
you would, would youl" He soaped himself, and rinsed him- 
sdf, and austerely rubbed himself; he noted a hole in the 
Turkish towd, and meditatively thrust a finger throu^ it, and 
marched back to the bedroom, a grave and unbending dttzen. 

There was a moment of gorgeous abandon, a flash of melo- 
drama such as he found in traffic-driving, when he Uid out a 
dean collar, discovered that it was frayed in front, and tore 
it iq> with a magnificent yeeeeetng sound. 

Most inqxurtant of all was the preparation of his bed and 
the sleeping-pwcb. 

It b not known whether he enjoyed his sIeq>ing-porch be- 
cause of the fresh air or because it was the standard thing to 
have a sleeping-porch. 

Jnst as he was an Elk, a Booster, and a member of the 
Chamber of Commerce, just as the priests of the Presbyterian : 
Church determined his every religious belief and the senators 
iriw contn^ed the Repvdilican Party decided In little innky ' 
rooms in Washington what he should think about diaarma* 
ment, tariff, and Germany, so did the large national adver- 
tisers fix the surface of his life, fix what he bc^eved to be his - 
individuality. These standard advertised wares — toothpastes, ■_ 
socks, tires, cameras, instantaneous hot-water heaters — ^were . 
bis vmbols and proofs of excellence; at first the signs, tbea 
tbe sabstitotes, tar iay and passion and wisdom. 
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But ncme of these idvertiaed totuns of fimpcial and sodal 
gncceas was more significant than a sleeping-porch with a sud* 
parlor below. 

The rites of preparing for bed were daborate and on- 
changiDg. The blankets had to be tucked in at the foot of 
his cot. (Also, the reason why the maid hadn't tucked in the 
blankets had to be discussed with Mrs. Babbitt.) The rag 
rug was adjusted so that his bare feet would strike it vbax 
he arose in the mwning. The alarm clock was wound. The 
hot-water bottle was filled and placed precisely two feet from 
the bottom of the cot. 

These tremendous uodntakings yielded to his detcrmina- 
tlon; one by one th^ were announced to Mrs. Babbitt and 
smashed throu^ to acconq>li8hmeat. At last bis brow cleared, 
and in his "Gnigbtl" rang virile power. But there was yet 
need of courage. As he sank into sle^, juat at the first ex- 
quisite rdazation, the Do|^brau car came home. Hr 
bounced into wakefulness, lamenting, "Why the devil can't 
aome people never get to bed at a reasonable hour?" So 
familiar was he with the process of putting up his own car 
diat be awaited each st^ like an able executioner condonned 
to his own rack. 

The car insulting cheerful on the driveway. The car 
door apeaei and banged shut, then the garage door slid (q>en, 
grating on the sill, and the car door again. The motw raced 
for the climb up into the garage and raced once more, explo- 
sively, before it was shut off. A final opening and slamming 
of the car door. Silence then, a horrible silence filled with 
waiting, till the leisurely Mr. Doppelbrau had examined the 
state of bis tires and had at last shut the gatage door. lo- 
Btantly, for Babbitt, a bltsoed state of obliviMi. 



At that rncmcnt m the d^ of Zenith, Horace Updike was 
making love to Ludle McKdvey in hff mauve drawiag-room 
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on Royal Ridge, after their return from a lectnre by so 
f«wii*>wt Rn g li i^ h novelist. Updike ms Zenith's professicuul 
badielor; s slim-waisted man of forty-aiz with an effeminate 
mice and taste in flowen, cretoniKS, and flappers. Mrs. Mc- 
Kdvey was redrbaired, creamy, discontented, exquisite, rode, 
and honest. Updike tried his invariable first maneuver — 
touching her nervous wrist. 

'Don't be an idioti " she said. 

"Do you mind awfully?" 

"Nol That's what I mindl" 

He changed to convmsatlon. He was famous at convcnap 
tlon. He spoke reasonably of psychoanatysis, Long Island 
polo, and the Ming platter be had found in Vancouver. She 
promised to meet him in Deauville, the coming summer, 
"thoog^," she si^wd, "it's becoming too dreadfully banal; 
nothing but Americana and frowsy English baronesses." 

And at tliat moment in Zenith, a cocaine-runner and a 
proetitute were drinking cocktails in Healey Hanson's saloon 
on Front Street. Since national prohibition was now in force, 
and since Zenith was notoriously law-abiding, they were com- 
pelled to keep the cocktails innocent by drinking thsn out of 
tea-aqjs. The lady threw her cvp at the cocaine-runner's bead. 
He worked his revolver out of the pocket in his sleeve, and 
casually murdered her. 

At that DMKnent in Zenith, two men sat in a laboratory. 
For thirty-seven hours now they had been working on a rqwrt 
of tbrir investigations of synthetic rubber. 

At that moment in Zenith, there was a conference of four 
■don officials as to whether the twelve thousand coal-miners 
wHUn a hmidred miles of the dty should strike. Of these 
men one resembled a testy and prosperous grocer, one a 
Yankee carpenter, one a soda-clerk, and one a Russian Jewish 
actor. The Rusrian Jew quoted Kautsky, Gene Debs, and 
Abraham Uncoln. 

At that DKHDent a G. A. R. veteran was dying. He had 



D.n.iized by Google 



90 - BABBITT 

come fnm die OvQ Wir stni^t to a finn lAidi, tbon^ it 
WHi officially within the dty-Umits of Zaaih, wu primitive 
u the backwoods. He had never ridden in a motor car, never 
■een a bath-tub, new read any book save the Bible, Mc- 
Guff^T's resden, and religious tracts; and he believed that the 
yWtb is flat, that the English are the Lost Ten Tribes ol 
\/ larad, and that the United States is a democraQr. 

At that moment the steel and cement town which ccMnposed 
the factory of the Pullmore Tractor Conq>any of Zenith was 
running on night shift to fill an order of tractors for the Polish 
army. It hummed like a million bees, ^ared throu^ its wide 
windows like a volcano. Along the hi^ wire fences, scaidi- 
lights played on cinder-lined yards, switch-tracks, and armed 
guards on patrol. 

At that moment Mike Monday was finishing a meeting. 
Mr. Monday, the distinguished evangelist, the best-knowo 
Protestant pontiff in America, bad once been a prize-filter. 
Satan had not dealt justly with him. As a prize-filter he 
gained nothing but his crooked nose, his celebrated vocabu- 
lary, and his stage-presence. The service of the Lord had 
been more profitable. He was about to retire with a fortune. 
It had been well earned, for, to quote his last report, "Rev. 
Mr. Monday, the Prophet with a Punch, has shown that he 
is the world's greatest salesman of salvation, and that by 
efficient organization the overhead of ^>iritual regeneration 
may be kept down to an uiqirecedented rock-bottom basis. 
He has converted over two hundred thousand lost and price- 
less souls at an average cost of less than t«i dollars a head." 

Of the larger cities of the land, only Zenith had hesitated 
to submit its vices to Mike Monday and bis txpert reclama- 
tion corps. The more enterprising organizations of the city 
bad voted to invite him — Mr. George P. Babbitt had once 
praised him in a speech at the Boosters' Club. But there was 
opposition from certain Episcopalian and Congregationalist 
ministers, those renegades whom Mr. Monday so findy called 
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*^ bondi of gospd'^nshos with dish-water instead of blood, 
a gang of squealers that need more dust on the knees of tbeit 
pants and more hair on their skinny old chests." This oppo- 
sition bad been crushed when the secretary of the Chamber 
of Commerce had reported to a committee of manufacturers 
that in every city whae be had ai^>eared, Mr. Monday had 
iomed the minds of workmen from wages and hours to higher 
ibin^ and thus averted strikes. He was immediately invited. 

An opense fund of forty thousand dollars had been under- 
written; out on the County Fair Grounds a Mike Monday 
Tabernacle bad been erected, to seat fifteen thousand pet^le. 
In it the pn^bet was at this moment concluding his message: 

"Th«-e's a lot of smart college professors and tea-guzzling 
slobs ID this burg that say I'm a roughneck and a never-wuzzer 
and my knowledge of history is not-yet. Oh, there's a gang 
of woolly-whiskered book-lice that think they know more thao 
Almi^ty God, and prefer a lot of Hun 3ci«ice and smutty 
German criticism to the straight and simple Word of God. 
Oh, there's a swell bunch of Lizzie boys and lemon-suckers 
and pie-faces and infidels and beer-bloated scribblers that love 
to fire off thdr filthy mouths and yip that Mike Monday is 
vulgar and full of mush. Those pups are saying now that I 
bog the go^-show, that I^ in it for thp coin. Well, now 
listen, folks! I'm going to give those birds a chancel They 
can stand ri^t up here and tell me to my face that I'm a 
galoot and a liar and a hickt Only if they do — if they dot — 
don't faint with surprise if some of those rum-dumm liais 
get one good swift poke from Mike, with all the kick of GodV 
Flaming Righteousness behind the wallc^I Well, come on, 
folksl Who says itP Who says Mike Monday is a four- 
flush and a yahoo? Huh? Don't I see anybody standing 
up? Well, there you are! Now I guess the folks in this 
man's town will quit listening to all this kyoodling from be- 
hind the f«ice; I guess youll quit listening to the guys that 
pan and roast and kick and beef, and vomit out filthy atbrism; 
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KDd aQ of yoa 11 oome (n, with every grain of pep and revb- 
ence you got, and boost all togetber for Jesus Christ and N* 
Tvetlasting meny and tendonessl" 



At that momeDt Seneca Doane, the radical lawyer, and Dr. 

Kurt Yavitch, the histolo^t (whose report on the destruction 
of epithelial cells undn* radium had made the name of 
Zeoidi known in Munich, Prague, and Rome), were talking in 
I>oane's libraiy. 
/ "Zenith's a dty with ^gantic power — ^gantic buH^iiig^^ 
/ gigantic machines, gi^ntic tran^»rtation," meditated Doane. 

"I hate your city. It has standardized all the beauty out 
of life. It is one big railroad station — ^with all the people 
\J taking tickets for the best coneteries," Dr. Yavitch said 
placidly. 

Doane roused. "I'm hanged if it isl You make me udc, 
Kurt, with your peqMtual whine about 'standardization.' 
Don't you suppose any other nation is 'standardized?' Is any- 
thing more standardized than England, with every house that 
can aSbrd it having the same muffins at the same tea-hour, 
and every retired general going to exactly the same evensong 
at the same gray stone church with a square tower, and 
evny golfing prig in Harris tweeds saying 'Right yon arel* 
to every other pro^ierous ass? Yet I love England. And for 
standardization — jost look at the sidewalk caffe in France 
and the love-making in Italy! 

"Standardization is excellent, per se. When I buy an Inger- 
soll watch or a Ford, I get a better tool for less money, and 
I know precisely vAai I'm getting, and that leaves me more 
' time and energy to be individual in. And — I remember 
ODce in London I saw a picture of an American suburb, in 
a toothpaste ad on the back of the Saturday Evening Post — 
■D dm-Iined snowy street of these new houses, GeorgiBn aont 
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of 'cm, or with low raking toots and — The kind of street 
yoa'd find here in Zenith, say in Floral Heists. Open. 
Trees. Grass. And I was bomedckl There's no other coon* 
try in the world that has anch pleasant houses. And I don't 
care if they are standardized. It's a corking standard 1 

"No, what I fight in Zenith is standardization of thouf^t, 
and, of course, the traditions of competition. The real vil- 
lains of the piece are the dean, kind, industrious Family Men 
who use every known brand of trickery and cruelty to insure 
the proipa-ity of their cubs, lite worst thing about these 
fdlows is that they're so good and, in their work at least, so 
intdligent. You can't hate them properly, and yet thor 
standardized ciinds are the enemy. 

"Then this boosting — Sneakingly I have a notion that 
Zenith is a better place to live in than Manchester or Glasgow 
w Lyons or Berlin or Turin — " 

"It is not, and I have lived in moat of them," murmured 
Dr. Yavitch. 

"Well, matter of taste. Personally, I prefer a dty with a 
future so onknown that it excites my imag^tion. But wha*' 
I particularly want — " 

"Yon," said Dr. Yavitch, "are a middle-road liberal, and 
yon haven't the sli^test idea what you want. I, being a revo- 
lutionist, know exactly what I want — and iriiat I want now 
is a drink." 



At that moment In Zenith, Jake Offutt, the politician, and 
Henry T. Thompson ymn in conference. OSutt suggested. 
The thing to do is to get your fool son-in-law, Babbitt, to 
put it over. He's one of these patriotic guys. When he 
grabs a piece of pn^ierty for the gang, be makes it look like 
we were dyin' of love for the dear peepul, and I do love to 
bi^ respectabili^ — reasonable. Wonder how long we can 
keep it vp. Hank? We're safe as long as the good little boys 
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like George Babbitt snd sQ Uie nice respectable labor-leaden 

think you and me are rugged patriots. ThQ«^ swell pickingi 
for an honest politician here, Hank: a whole dty wwking to 
provide cigars and fried chicken and diy martinis for us, and 
rallying to our banner with indignation, oh, fierce indignation, 
whenever some squealer like this fdlow Seneca Doane comes 
llongi Honest, Hank, a smart codger like me ought to be 
ashamed of himself if he didn't milk cattle like them, whcai 
they come around mooing for itl But the Traction gang 
can't get away with grand larceny like It used to. I wimder 
■wbea — Hank, I wish we could fix some way to run this 
fellow Seneca Doane out of town. It's him or usi " 

At that moment in Zenith, three hundred and for^ m 
fifty thousand Ordinary Fe<9le were asleqi, a vast uiqiene- 
tralcd shadow. In the slum beyond the railroad tracks, a 
young man who for six months had sought work turned ob 
the gas and killed himsdf and his wife. 

At that moment Lloyd Mallam, the poet, owner of the 
Hafiz Book Sbc^, was finishing a rondeau to show how divert- 
ing was life amid the feuds of medieval Florence, but bow 
dull it was in so obvious a place as Zenith, 

And at that moment George F. Babbitt turned ponderously 
In bed — the last turn, signifying that he'd had enough of this 
worried business of falling asleep and was about it in earnest. 

Instantly he was in the magic dream. He was somewhere 
imong unknown pec^le who laughed at him. He slif^ied 
tway, ran down the paths of a midnight garden, and at the 
gate the fairy child was waiting. Her dear and tranquil hand 
caressed his cheek. He was pliant and wise and well-bdoved; 
warm ivory were her arms; and b^ond periloas moon tbe 
brave sea Ottered. 
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twt great events of Babbitt's spring were the secret baying 
of real-estate options In Linton for certain street-traction offi- 
cials, before the public announcemeot that the Linton Avenue 
Car Line would be extended, and a dinner which was, as he 
rejoiced to his wife, not only "a regular society spread but a 
rad sure-enou^ bi^brow affair, mth some of the keenest 
intdlects and the brightest bunch of little women in town." 
It was so absorbing an occasion that be almost forgot his 
desire to nm off to Maine with Paul Riesling. 

Thou^ he bad been bom in the village of Catawba, Babbitt 
had risen to that metn^litan social plane on which hosts 
have as many as four people at dinner witbmit planning it for 
more than an evedng or two. But a dinner of twelve, with 
flowecs from the florist's and all the cut-ghtss out, staggered 
even the BaU>itts. 

Tor two vetb they studied, ddated, and arbitrated the list 
V guests. 

Babbitt marvded, "Of course we're iq>-to-date ourselves, but 
sUD, think of us entertaining a famous poet like Chum Frink, 
a fdlow that on nothing but a poem or so ^very day and just 
writing a few advertisements pulls down fifteen thousand bet 
ries a yearl" 

"Yn, and Howard Littlefield. Do you know, the other eve- 
ning Etuiice told me her papa q>eaks three languages!" said 
Mrs. Babbitt. 

«HnbI That's nothingi So do I— American, baseball, and 
poker) » 

"I doat think it^ nice to be fnniqr about a matter like that. 
103 
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lUok hbw wondafid it most be to tpeak three Iiasugcs, and 
80 useful and — And with people tike that, I doo't Me irigr «• 
invite the Orville Joneses." 

"Well now, Orville b & ml^^ i^>-and<oiniiig fdlowl" 

•Tfes, 1 know, but— Alanndiyl" 

"111 admit a lamidry hasnt got the daM of poetry or real 
estate, but just the same, Orvy fi mi^ty detp. Ever start 
him gpiding about gardeniog? Say, that fdlow can tdl yoa 
the name of every kind of tree, and lonie of their Greek and 
Latin names tool Besides, we owe the Joneses a dinner. Bc> 
sides, gosh, we got to have some boob for sudience, when a 
hunch of hot-air artists like Frink and Littleficid get going." 

"Well, dear— I meant to tpeak at this— I do think that as 
boat you ou^t to sit back and listoi, and let your guests have 
ft diance to talk once in a whilel" 

"Oh, you do, do yool Surel I talk all the thnel And Hn 
Just a business man — oh surel — I'm no PhJ3. like LIttlcAdd, 
and no poet, and I haven't anything to springi WeD, let mr 
tdl you, just the other day your dam Chum Frink comes t^ 
to me at the club beggjng to know what I tbou^t about thw 
Springfield school-bond issue. And who tM him? I ^1 
Yon bet your life I told himt Little mel I certahily didl He 
aune up and asked me, and I told him all about iti You betl 
And be was dam ^ad to listen to me and— Duty as ft bottl 
I guess I know my duty as a host and let me tdl y o a ■ " 

Id fact, the Orville Joneses were Invitel 



On the momhg of the dinoer, Mrs. BabUtt was naUm. 

"Now, George, I want you to be sure and be home early u^ 
ftfgbt. Remember, srou have to dreaa." 

"XHt-buh. I see by the Advocatt that the Prabytcriaa Gcb- 
ccal Assembly bai voted to quit the iBUrdhnr^ World Ma— 
meet. That—" 
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'Georgel Did you bear iriut I said? Yon must be botn* 
in time to dress to-nigbt." 

"Dreas? Hdll I'm drcaaed novl Tbiok I'm going down 
to tbe office in my B.VJD.'s?" 

"I will not bave you tallung indecently before tbe cbildreal 
And you do have to put on your dinner-jacket]" 

"I guess you mean n^ Tux, I tell you, of all tbe doggone 
nons ens ical nuisances tint was ever invented — " 

Tbree minutes later, after Babbitt had wailed, "Well, I 
don't know whether I'm going to dress or ttol" in a manner 
which showed that he was going to dress, tbe discussion 
moved on. 

"Now, George, you mustn't forget to call in at Vecchia's 
on the way borne and get the ice cream. Tbetr deliveiy-wagon 
b tn-oken down, and I doat want to trust Hum to send it 
by-" 

*'A1I ri^tl You told me that before breakfasti" 

"W^, I don't want you to forget III be working my head 
off all day Icmg, training the girl that's to help with the din- 

"An mmsense, anyway, luring an extra girl foe tbe feed. 
Matilda could pofectly well — " 

" — and I have to go out and buy tbe floweis, and fix them, 
and set tbe table, and order the salted almonds, and Ujok at the 
chickens, and arrange for the cbfldren to have tbeir supper op- 
staiis and — And I simply must depend on you to go to Vec> 
cbia's for tbe ice cream." 

"AD riiiiii^tl Gosh, I'm going to get it 1" 

"AD you bave to do is to go in and say you want the Ice 
cream that Mrs. Babbitt ordered yesterday by ^one, and it 
wiD be all ready for you." 

At ten-thirty she tdephoned to him not to forget tbe ice 
cream from Vecchia's. 

He was surprised and blasted then oy a tboui^t. He won- 
dered wlwther Floral Heights (Unners were wwth tbe hideou» 
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UA involved. But he repented the sacril^e In the e 
of buying the materials for cocktails. 

Now this was the manner of obtaining alcohol under ths 
reigD of righteousness and prohibition: 

He drove from the sevae rectangular streets of the mod- 
txa business center into the tanked byways of Old Town — 
Jagged blocks filled with sooty wardiouses and lofts; on into 
The Arbor, once a pleasant orchard but now a morasa of 
lodging-bouses, tenements, and brothels. Exquisite shivers 
chilled his spine and stomach, and he looked at every police- 
man with intense innocence, as one who loved the law, and 
admired the Force, and longed to stop and play with them. 
He parked his car a block from Healey Hanson's saloon, worry- 
hig, "Well, rats, if anybody did see me, they'd think I wai 
here on business." 

He entered a place curiously like the saloons of anteiirdhi- 
bition days, with a long greasy bar with sawdust in fnmt and 
streaky mirror behind, a pine table at which a dlr^ dd roan 
dreamed over a ^ass of something which resembled vA^tky^ 
and with two men at the bar, drinking sunethii^ irtiidi re- 
sembled beer, and giving that inq>resuott of forming a large 
crowd iriiich two roen always gjve in a saloon. The barten- 
der, ■ tall pale Swede with a diamond in his lilac scarf, stared 
at Babbitt as he stalked plunqdy iqi to the bar and whi^>ered, 
*^'d, nh — ftiend of Huson^ sent me here. Like to get some 
gin." 

Tlw bartender gazed down on him in the manner of an out- 
raged bishop. "I guess you got the wrong place, my friend. We 
mH nothing but soft drinks here." He cleaned the bar with a 
lag which would itself have dcme with a little cleaning, and 
^ared across his mechanically moving elbow. 

The old dreamer at the table petitioned the bartender. "Saft 
Oscar, listen." 

Oscar did not listen. 
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"Aw, uy, Obcu, Usten, iriU yuh? Say, lia-KDl" 
Tlie decayed and drowsy v^ce of the loafer, the agreeable 
stink of beer>dre9, threw a q>ell of inanitioa over Babbitt 
Tbe bartender moved grimly toward the crowd of two men. 
Babbitt followed him aa ddkatdy as a cat, and wheedled, 
"Say, Oicar, I want to qteak to Mr. HansML" 
"Whajub wanu see him for?" 
"I jvt want to talk to him. Her^s ngr card." 
It was a beautiful card, an engraved card, a card in the 
blackest black and the sharpest red, announcing that Mr. 
George F. Babbitt was Estates, Insurance, Rents. The bar- 
tender bdd it as though it wd^ed ten pounds, and read it 
aa though it were a hundred words ItHig. He did not bend 
from his q>iscopal digmty, but he growled, "111 see if he^ 



Tnm the back room be brou^t aa immensely old youi% 
man, a quiet sharp-eyed man, in tan silk shirt, checked vest 
luuvbig open, and burning brown trousers— Mr. Healqr Han- 
SOL Mr. Hanson said only "Yuh?" but his implacable and 
cooten^tmua lyes queried Babbitt^ soul, and he seemed not at 
■n impressed by tbe new dark-gray suit for which (as he had 
admitted to every acquaintance at the Athletic Club) Babbitt 
had paid a hundred and twenty-five dollars. 

"Clad meet 3rou, Mr. Hanson. Say, ub — Ita George Bab- 
bitt of the BaUiitt-Thompson Realty Conqwny, I'm a great 
friend of Jake Offutfs." 

"Well, what of it?" 

"Say, uh, I'm going to have a party, and Jake told me 3rou*d 
be able to fix me up with a little pn." In alarm, in obseqnl- 
ousneas, as Hanson's eyes grew more bored, "You tdephone 
to Jake about me, if you want to." 

Hanson answered by Jerking his head to indicate tbe en- 
trance to the back room, and strolled away. Babbitt mdo- 
dnmaticiUy crept into aa q>artment containing four round 
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tabia, deven dnin, ■ htemety calendsr, and a smeU H: 
waited. Thrice be saw Healcy Haiaon Batmter tbrou^, hamr 
taaag, hands in pockets, igwviog him. 

By this time Babbitt bad modified his valiant mcHiung ww, 
"I wont p^ one cent over seven doHais a quart" to "I iril^t 
p^ ten." On Hanson's next weary entrance he bestrjght, 
"Could you fix that t^?" Hanson scowled, and grated, "Just 
a minute — Pete's sake — just a nuD-otel " In growing me^nesa 
Babbitt went on waiting ^ Hanson casual^ nappeaiti with 
a quart of pn— what is eiyhemisticaJly known as a quart— in 
Ub disdainful long white hands. 

"Twelve bucks," he snapped. 

"Say, ub, but say, cap'o, Jake tbouj^t you'd be able to fir 
me up f<» ei^t « nine a bottle." 

"Nvp. Twdve. This is the real stuff, smuggled from Can- 
ada. This is none o' your neutral spirits with a drop of 
Juniper extract," the honest merchant said virtuoudy. "Twelve 
bcMies — If yon want it. Course y* understand I'm just doing 
diis anyway as a friend of Jake's." 

"Surel Surel I understand!" Babbitt gratefully bdd out 
twdve dollars. He felt honored by contact with greatness as 
Hanson yawned, stuffed the bills, uncounted, into his radiant 
rest, and swaggered .away. 

He had a number of titillations out of concealing the giiH 
bottle under his coat and out of hiding it in his desk. All 
afternoon be snorted and chuckled and gur^ed over his abHity 
to "^ve the Boys a real shot in the arm to-night-" He was, 
In fact, so exhilarated that he was within a block of his house 
befne he remonbered that there was a certain matter, men- 
tioned by his wife, of fetching ice cream from VecchiaV Ha 
oplained, "Wdl, dam it — " and drove back. 

Vecchia was not a caterer, be was Tlie Caterer of Zenith. 
Most coming-out parties were held in the vidte and gold baD- 
room of the Maison Vecchia; at all nice teas the guests rccog- 
niaed the five kinds of Vecchia sandwiches and tiv fena kinds 
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«f VcccUa cakes; and all really Bmart dinners ended, as on 
a resolving chord, in Veccfaia Neapolitan ice cream in one of 
the three reliable molds — the melon mold, the round mold like 
a byer cake, and the Iwg brick. 

Vecdiia's diop bad pale blue woodwork, tracery of plaster 
rates, attendants in frilled aprons, and ^ass shelves of "kisses" 
with all the refinement that inheres in whites of eggs. Babbitt 
(clt heavy and thick amid this professional daintiness, and as 
he waited for the ice cream be decided, with hot prickles at 
the back of his neck, that a girl customer was giggling at him. 
Be went home in a toud^ teiq>er. The first thing he heard 
was his wife^ agitated: 

"Gewgel Did you remember to go to Vecdua's and get Uie 
Ice cream?" 

"Sayl Look herel Do I ever forget to do things?" 

"Yes I Often!" 

"Wdl DOW, it's dam seldom I do, and it catalnly makes me 
tired, after going into a pink-tea joint like Vecchia's and bav- 
hig to stand around looking at a lot of half-naked young girls, 
all rouged up like they were sixty and eating a lot of stuff that 
limply ruins tbeir stomachs — " 

"Oh, it^ too bad about youl I've noticed how yoa bate to 
look at pret^ ^Isl" 

With a jar Babbitt realized that his wife iras too bo^ to 
be faiq>ressed by that moral Indignation with which males rule 
the worid, and be went humbly np-stairs to dress. He had 
an Imp re sBl on of a glorified dining-room, of cut-glass, candles, 
polished wood, lace, silver, roses. With the awed swdling of 
ttte heart suitable to so grave a business as giving a dinna, he 
slew the tenptation to wear his plaited dress-shirt for a fourth 
tfan^ took out an entirely fresh uie, tightened his black bow, 
and nibbed his patent-leather pumps with a handkerchief. 
He ^anced with pleasure at his garnet and silver studs. He 
smoothed and patted his ankles, transformed by silk socks 
from the sturdy shanks of George Babbitt to fht desant limb* 
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of lAat b called a QoIhiibii. He stood before the plcr-^tfa, 
newing his trim dinoer-coat, bis beauUful triple-lvuded troa- 
ten; and mummred in lyric beatitude, "By goDy, I drat look 
sobad. I certainly don't look like Catawba. If the bicks batk 
home rauld see lae in this rig, they'd have a fitt" 

He moved majestically down to mix the coAtaib. As be 
cbif^Md ice, as he squeezed onmges, as he collected vast stixea 
of bottles, passes, and spoons at the sink in the pantry, he 
fdt as authoritative as the bartender at Heal^ Hanson's sa^ 
kxm. True, Mrs. Babbitt said be was under foot, and Ma- 
tilda and the maid hired for the evening brushed tqr him, 
dbowed him, shrined "Pleasopn doCH-," as they tottered 
through with trays, but In this bi^ momoit he ignored tbem. 

Beudes the new bottle of gin, his cellar consisted of one 
half-bottie of Bourbon whisl^, a quarter of a bottie of Italian 
vennouth, and ^sproximately one hundred drops of orange 
Otters. He did not possess a cocktaO-shaker, A shaker wai 
(»oof of dissipation, the symbol of a Drinker, and Babbitt dia 
liked being known as a Drinker evm more than he liked a 
Drink. He mixed by pouring frcKn an ancient gravy-^>oat into 
a handleless pitcher; he poured with a noble digni^, holding 
his alembics hig^ beneath the powerful Mazda ^ob^ his face 
hot, his shirt-fnnt a glaring irtiite, the co[^>er sink a scoured 
red-gold. 

He tasted the sacred cssrace. "Now, by gtdly, if that isnt 
pretty near one fine old cocktail I Kind of a Bronx, and yet 
like a Bdanhattan. Umnunmnunl Hey, Myra, want a little 
tap befwe the folks come?" 

Bustling into the dining-room, moving each gjass a qoarter 
of an inch, rushing back with resolutioo implacable on her face, 
her gray and silver-lace party frock protected by a denim 
towel, Mn. Babbitt ^ared at him, and rebuked him, "Certainly 
DOtr 

"Well," in a loose, jocose maimer, "I think the dd mas 
wiUI" 
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Tbe cocktail filled him with » whirling cdiilaration behind 
which he was aware of devastating desrea — to rush places in 
fast motois, to kiss iprls, to sing, to be witty. He sought to 
reguB his lost dignity by announcing to Matilda: 

"I'm gcung to stick this pitcher of cocktails in the refrigera- 
Ux. Be sure you don't vpatt any of 'em." 

"Ydi." 

"WdQ, be sure now. Don't go putting anything on this 
top shdf." 

"Ydi." 

'Veil, be — " He was diz2y. His voice was thin and distant, 
'Wheel " With oiormous inqiressivenesa he commanded, 
"Wdl, be sure now," and minced into the safety of the living- 
room. He wondered whether be could persuade "as slow a 
bunch as Myra and the Littlefidds to go some place aft' dinner 
and raise Caia and maybe dig iq> smore booze." He perceived 
that he had ^fts of profligacy which had been neglected. 

By the time the guests had come, including the inevitable 
late couple for whom the others waited with painful amiability, 
a great gray emptiness had rQ>laced the purple swirling in Bab- 
bitt's head, and he had to force the tumultuous greetings suit- 
aUe to a host on Floral Heists. 

The guests were Hnimrf' '' i"'**'-^'', *^- doctor of philosc^y 
vrbo furnished publicity and comfiHting economics to the Street 
Traction Ccnnpaoy; Vergil Guocb, the coal-dealer, equally pow- 
«ful in the Elks and in the Boosters' Club; Eddie Swansui, 
the agent for the^Javdin Motor Car, who lived across the 
itreet; and Orville Jones, owner of the Lily White Laundry, 
which justly annotmced itself "the biggest, busiest, bulliest 
deanaie shoppe in Zenith." But, naturally, the most distin- 
guished of all was T. Cholmondeley Frink, who was not only 
the author of "Poemulations," which, syndicated daily in 
sixty-seven leading new^>apers, gave him one of the largest 
audiences of any poet in the world, but also an optimistic leo- 
Icrer and the creator of "Ads that Add." De^ite the search 
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ing phSoBophy and hi^ morality of his verses, they were 
humorous and easily understood l^ any child of twelve; and 
it added a neat air of pleasantry to them that th^ wae set 
not as verse but as prose. Mr. Frink was known from Coast 
to Coast as "Cbtun." 

With them were six wives, more or less — it was hard to tdl, 
90 early In the evening, as at first glance they all looked alike, 
and as they all said, "Oh, itn't this nice I " in the same tom of 
detNmined liveliness. To the eye, the men were less similar: 
Littiefidd, a hedge-scholar, tall and horse-faced; Chum Frink, 
B trifle of a man with soft and mouse-like hair, advertiang his 
profession as poet by a silk cord on his eye-masses; Vergil 
Gunch, broad, with coaree black faair en brotse; Eddie Swan- 
son, a bald and bouncing young man who showed his taste Ux 
•legance by an evening waistcoat of figured black silk with 
glass buttons; Orville Jones, a steady-looking, stubby, not 
very memorable person, with a hemp-colored toothbrush muft* 
?ache. Yet they were all so wdl fed and clean, thqr all 
shouted " ^venia', Georgiel" with such robustness, that th^ 
seemed to be cousins, and the strange thing is that the longer 
(me knew the women, the less alike they seemed; while the 
longer one knew the men, the more alike their bold pattona 
appeared. 

The drinking of the cocktails was as canonical a rite as the 
mixing. The company waited, uneasily, hopefully, agreeing in 
a strained manner that the weather had been ratho- warm and 
slightly cold, but still Babbitt said nothing about drinks. Thejr 
became despondent. But when the late couple (the Swansons) 
had arrived, Babbitt hinted, "Wdl, folks, do you think you 
could stand breaking the law a little?" 

They looked at. Chum Frink, the recognized lord of lan- 
guage. Fnnk pulled at his eye-glass cord as at a bell-r(f>e. 
be cleared his throat and said that which was the custom: 

"111 tell you, George: I'm a law-abiding man, but they do 
say Verg Gunch is a regular yegg, and of course he^ bigger *n 
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2 am, and I Just cant figure out lAat Pd do if he tried to 
force me into anything criminall" 

Gunch was roaring, "Well, 111 take a chance — " when Frink 
held iQ) his band and went on, "So if Verg and you insist, 
Georgie, 111 park my car on the wrong side of the street, be- 
arase I take it for granted that's the crime you're hinting atl" 

There was a great deal of laughter, hfrs. Jones asserted, 
"Mr. Frink is amply too killingl You'd think be waa so in- 
oocattt" 

Babbitt clamored, "How did you guess it, Chum? WeD, 
you-all just wait a moment while I go out and get the — keys 
to your cars!" Through a froth of merriment be brou^t the 
shining promise, the mi^ty tray of passes with the cloudy 
ydlow cocktails in the ^ass pitcher In the center. The men 
babbled, "Oh, gosh, have a lookl" and "This gets me ri^t 
where I livel" and "Let me at itl" But Chum Frink, a trav^ 
ded man and not unused to woes, was stricken by the thou^t 
that the potion might be merdy fruit-juice with a litde neutral 
-^irits. He looked timorous as Babbitt, a moist and ecstatir 
almoner, hdd out a glass, but as be tasted it he piped, "Oh, 
man, let me dream onl It aint tme, but don't wakoi mel 
Jus' lemme slumber I" 

Two hours before, Frink had convicted a newspaper lyric 



/ sat alone and paused and tkunk, and scratched my head 
and sighed and vmak, and groaned, "There stSl are boobs, 
alack, who'd tihe the M-time gm-miU bach; that den that 
mahes a sage a loon, the vUe and smelly old si^on!" I'U 
never miss their pmson boose, whSst I the bubbling sfiring 
can use, that leaves my head at merry mom as dear as any 
babe new-bomt 

Babbitt drank with the others; bis moment's depression was 
gone; be perceived that these wo'e the best fdlows in the 
worid; he wanted to give them a thousand cocktails. "Think 
yoo could stand another?" he cried. "Die wives refused, with 
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gigeJa, but the men, q>eskii)g in a wide, daborate, enjoyable 
maimer, s^oated, "Wdl, sooner than have you get sore at me, 
George — " 

"You got a little dividend coming," said Babbitt to each 
of them, and each intoned, "Squeeze it, Georgie, squeeze itl" 

When, beyond hope, the pitcher was empty, they stood and 
talked about prohibition. The men leaned back on their heels, 
^t their hands in their trousers-pockets, and proclaimed their 
Views with the booming profundity of a prosperous male repeat- 
ing a tbonnighly hackneyed statement about a matter of irtiidi 
he knows nothing whatever. 

"Now, 111 tdl you," said Verpl Gunch; "way I figure it is 
this, and I can ^leak by the book, because I've talked to a 
lot of doctors and fdlows that ought to know, and the way I 
see it is that it's a good thing to get rid of the saloon, bnt 
th^ ought to let a fellow have beer and light wines." 

Howard Litttefield observed, "What isn't generally realized 
is that It's a dangnrous prop'sition to invade the rights of per- 
4onai liberty. Now, take this for instance: The King of — 
Bavaria? I think it was Bavaria — ^yes, Bavaria, it was — in 
1862, March, i86a, he issued a proclamation against public 
grazing of live-stock. The peasantry had stood for overtaxatiim 
without the slightest con^laint, but when this proclamation 
came out, they rebelled. Or it may have been Saxony. But 
it just goes to show the dangers of invading the rights of pa- 
sonal libffty." 

"That's it — no one got a right to invade personal liberty," 
■aid Orville Jones. 

"Just the same, jroo dont want to forget prohibition is a 
mighty good thing for the working-classes. Keeps 'em from 
wasting their mooty and lowering tbeii productiveness," sai^ 
Vergil Guncb. 

"Yes, that's so. But the trouble is the manner of entice- 
ment," insisted Howard Littlefield. "Congress didn't under- 
Btand the right system. Now, if I'd been running the thing 
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lU have imnged it so that the drinker hinudf waa licensed^ 
and then we could have taken care of the shiftless workman — 
kept him from drioking — and yet not We interfered with the 
rights — ^with the personal liberty — of fellows like ourselves." 

They bobbed their heads, looked admiringly at one aootbo', 
and stated, "That's so, that would be the stunt." 

"The thing that worries me is that a lot of these guys will 
take to cocaine," si^«l Eddie Swanson. 

Thty bobbed more violently, and groaned, "That's so, there 
is a danger of that." 

Chum Frink chanted, "Oh, say, I got hold of a swell new 
receipt for home-made beer the other day. You take — " 

Gonch intemqjted, "WaitI Let me tell you mine!" Little- 
field snorted, "Beerl RatsI Hiog to do is to ferment ciderl" 
Jones insisted, "I've got the receipt that does the businessi" 
Swanson begged, "Oh, say, lemme tell you the story — " But 
F^ink went cm resolutely, "You take and save the shells frran 
peas, and pour six gallons of water on a bushel of shells and 
boil the mixture till — " 

Mrs. Babbitt turned toward them with yearning sweetness; 
Frisk hastened to finish even his best becr-redpe; and she 
said gaily, "Dinner is served." 

Tben was a good deal of friendly argument among the men 
as to wUch should go in last, and while they were crossing the 
baD from the living-room to the dining-room Vergil Gunch 
made them lauf^ by thundering, "If I can't sit next to Myra 
Babbitt and hold her hand under the table, I won't play — Vm 
goin' home." In the dining-room they stood embarrassed iHiOe 
Mrs. Babbitt fluttered, "Now, let me see— Oh, I was going 
to have some nice hand-painted place-cards for you but — Ob, 
let me see; Mr. Frink, you ^t there." 

Hie dinner was in the best style of women's-magarine art, 
iriiereby the salad was served in hollowed aisles, and every- 
thing but the invincible fried chicken resembled sometUng 
«l»e. 
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Ovdtovilsr the men found it bard to tilk to the imna; 
flirtation was an art unknown on Fbval Heists, and the 
realms of offices and of kitcfaeoa had do alliances. But unds 
the issi^ntion of the cocktails, onversation was violent. Each 
oi the men still had a number of in^xxtant things to say about 
pnduliition, and now that each had a byal Ustener in his 
dinner-partner he burst out: 

"I found a place where I can get all the hootch I want at 
cj^t a quart — " 

"Did you read about this fdlow that went and paid a thoU' 
Band dollars for tai cases of red-<ye that proved to be notlf 
ing but water? Seems this fellow was standing on the craner 
and fellow comes up to him — " 

"They say there's a whole raft of stuff being smugg^ acroaa 
It Detroit—" 

"What I alwi^ say is— what a lot of folks d(xi't realixe 
•bout prohibition—'' 

"And then you get all this awful poison staff— wood alcohol 
and everything — " 

"Course I bdieve in it m in-hidple, but I don't propose 
to have anybody telling me irtiat I got to think and do. No 
American 11 ever stand for that!" 

But tiuy all fdt that it was rather in bad taste for OrviDe 
Jones — and he not recognized as one of the wits of the occauoa 
anyw^— to say, "In fact, the whole thing about prohibition it 
this: it isn't the initial cost, it's the humidity." 

Not till the one required tc^ic bad been dealt with did tbt 
oonveisation become general. 

It was often and adndrin^y said of Vergil Gunch, "Gee, that 
fdlow can get away with murderl Why, be can pull a Raw 
One in mixed company and aO the ladies 11 htuid> their heads 
off, but me, gosh, if I crack aiqrthinft Out's just the least bit 
off ccdor I get the raaz for fairl" Now Gunch delif^ted them 
by oyii^ to Mis. Eddie Swanson, youngest of the women, 
"Louettal I managed to ninch Eddie's doorkey out of Ub 
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podut, and irtiat say yoa and me sneak across the street when 
tbe fdka aren't locAiog? Got sometbing," with a gorgeont 
iea, "awful inportant to tell yout" 

Tbe women wrig^ed, and Babbitt was stirred to like nau^ 
tioess. "Say, folks, I wished I dared show you a book I bor- 
rowed frun Doc PattenI" 

"Now, George I The ideal" Mrs. Babbitt warned him. 

"This bo<A— racy isnt the wordl It's some kind of u 
anthropological report about — about Customs, in the Soudi 
Seas, and what it doesn't say! It's a book you can't bty. 
Verg, 111 lend it to you." 

"Ue fiiBtl" insisted Eddie Swanson. "Sounds spicyl" 

Orville Jones announced, "Say, I heard a Good One tbe 
other day about a coupla Swedes and their wives," and, in the 
best Jewish accent, he resolutely carried the Good One to a 
slif^Uy disinfected ending. Gunch caiq>ed it. But the cock- 
tails waned, the seekers dixqyped back into cautious reality. 

Chum Frink had recently been on a lecture-tour among the 
small towns, and he chuckled, "Awful good to get back to dv- 
Hizationl I certainly been seeing some hick townsi I mean — 
Course the folks thae are the best on earth, but, gee whiz, 
those Main Street burgs are slow, and you fellows can't hardly 
appreci a te what it means to be here with a bunch of live onesi " 

"You bet I" exulted Orville Jones. "They're the best folks' 
aa earth, those small-town folks, but, ob, mamal what ccor 
vetsationi Why, say, they can't talk about anything but the 
weather and the ne-00 Ford, by heckalorumi" 

"That^ ri^t. They all talk about just the same thiny," 
said Eddie Swanson. ' 

"Dont they, thoug}il They fust say the same things over 
and am." said Vergil Gunch. 

•TTes. it's really remarkable. They seem to lack all power 
of looking at things impersonally. They simply go over and 
ever the same talk about Fords and the weather and so on," 
rid Howard Uttlefidd. 
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"StQl, at thai, yoa can't blame 'an. They havent got any 
intellectual stimulus such as you get up here in the d^," 
said Chum Frink. 

"Gosh, that's right," said Babbitt "I don't want you hi^ 
brows to get stuck on yourselves but I must say it keqts a 
Mbw right iq) on his toes to sit in with a poet and with How< 
ard, the guy that put the con in economicsl But these small- 
town boobs, with nobody but each other to talk to, no wonder 
Hbty get so slc^ipy and uncultured in their qwech, and so 
balled-iq) in their thinkingi" 

OrviUe Jones commented, "And, then take our other advan- 
tages — the movies, frinstance. These YapviUe qx)rt3 think 
tiiey're all-get-oat if they have one change of bill a week, 
where here in the dly you got your draice of a dosen diff'rent 
Biovies any evening you want to namel " 

"Sure, and the in^iration we get from rubbing vp a^inst 
high-class bustlers every d^ and getting jam full of ginger," 
said Eddie Swanson. 

"Same time," said Babbitt, "no sense excusing these rube 
burp too easy. Fellow's own fault if he doesn't show the 
initiative to up and beat it to the dty, like we done — did. And, 
just qieaking in confidoice among friends, th^'re Jealous as 
Uie devO of a dty man. Every time I go iq> to Catawba I 
have to go around apologizing to the feOowa I was brou^t up 
with because I've more or less succeeded and they haven't. 
And if you talk natural to 'em, way we do here, and show 
finesse and what you mig^t call a broad point of view, why, 
they think you're putting on sde. There's my own half- 
brother Martin — runs the little ole general store my Dad used 
to keep. Say, 111 bet he don't know there is such a thing as 
a Tmc — as a dinner-jacket. If he was to come in here now, 
he'd think we were a bunch of — of — Why, gosh, I swear, he 
wouldn't know yAat to thinki Yes, sir, theyVe jeaknal" 

Chum Frink a^eed, "That's so. Bat what I mind is their 
li^ of culture and appreciation of the Beautiful — if yoaH 
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eacnae me foe bdDg bifijilvow. Now, I like to ^ve a high-daaa 
lectve, and read some of my best poetry — mt the aempaftt 
stuff but the maffrine thiugi. But say, when I get out in 
the tan grass, there's nothing will take but a lot of dieesy 
(rid stories and slang and junk that if any of us were to indulge 
in it bete, he'd get the gate so fast it would make his head 
swim." 

VergQ Gundi summed it up: "Fact is, we're mighty Incky 
to be living among a bunch of d^-folks, that recognize artistic 
things and business-punch equally. We'd feel pretty ^nm if 
we got stock in some Main Street burg and tried to wise up 
the dd codgers to the kind of life we're used to here. But, 
by golly, thse^ this you got to say for 'em: Every small 
Amsican town is trying to get population and modem ideals. 
And dam if a tot of 'em don't put it aotissl Somebotfy 
starts panning a rube crossroads, telling how he was there in 
1900 and it consisted of one muddy street, count 'em, one, 
and nine hundred human dams. Well, you go back there in 
1920, and jrou 'ind pavements and a swdl little hotel and a 
first-class ladles- ready-to-wear shop — real perfection, in £utt 
Voa don't want to Just look at what these small towns are, 
Sron want to look at what tluy're aiming to become, and thqr 
an got an ambition that in tbe long run is going to make 'em 
'be finest spots on earth — th^ all want to he just like Zenithl" 



However intimate they mi^t be with T. Oulmondelqr 
Frink as a nd^ibcH', as a borrower of lawn-mowers and moo- 
k^-wrenches, they knew that he was also a Famous Poet 
and « distinguished advertising-agent; that behind hia easiness 
were sultry literary mysteries which they could not penetrate. 
Bat to-night, in tbe gin-evolved confidence, he admitted them 
to the arcanum: 

*^^w got a litenuy problem that's wonyimi me to death. 
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rm doing a aeries of ada f or the Zeeco Car and I mnt to 
make each of 'em a real little gem — reglar stylistic stuff. I'm 
all for this theory that perfection ia the stunt, or nothing at 
all, and these are as tough thin^ as I ever tadUed. Yoa 
mif^t think it'd be harder to do nqr poems — all these Heart 
Topics: home and fireside and hairiness — but they're cinches. 
You can't go wrong on 'em; you know what sentiments ai^ 
decent go-ahead fdlow must have if he plays the game, and 
yon stick ri^t to 'em. But the poetry of industrialism, now 
diere's a literary line where yon got to c^>en i^ new territoty. 
Do you know the fellow who's really the American genius? 
"Hie fellow who you don't know his name and I don't either, 
bat hffl work ou^t to be [reserved bo's future generatbns can 
judge oor American thought and originality to-day? Why, 
the fdlow that writes the Prince Albert Tobacco adsl Just 
listen to this: 

It's PA. that janu loch joy in jintmy pipe*. Say— bet 
yon'Te often bent-an-ear to that s^ll-of-speech about 
boppiiig from fire to f-i-f-t-y p-e-r by "rtepping on her 
a biti" Gncu Uiafa going lofne, all ri^rt^BUT— 
jnat among outkItcs, you better itart a npidwhii sya- 
tem to keep labs as to bow fut yonll bnzi from low 
■moke spirits to lip-lop-kigh — once yon line up behind 
a iimmy pipe thaf s all aglow widi that peach-of-«- 
pal. Prince Albert. 

Prince Albert ia J obn-on-the-job— always joy'nsly 
more-ifA in flavor; always delightfully cool and fn- 
gnnti For a fact, you never hooked such double- 
decked, copper-riveted, two-fisted smoke enjoyment I 

Go to a inpe— speed-o-quick like you light on a good 
thing I Why— packed with Prince Albert you can play 
a jo/us jimmy straight across the boards) And yo* 
know what Iftal meatul^ 

•^ow that," caroled the motor agent, Eddie Swanson, "that^ 
^ttt I call be-Iiteraturel tliat Prince AOicrt fdlow— dxHigii, 
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gosh, there otn't be Just one feHow that writes *em; must be 
a big board of daasy ink-sUngers in conference, but anyway: 
now, him, he doesn't write for bng-baired pikers, he writes 
for Regular Guys, he writes for me, and I tip my ketly to 
himi The only thing is; I wonder if it sells the goods? 
Coarse, like all these poets, this Prince Albert fellow lets his 
idea run away with him. It makes elegant reading, but it 
don't say nothing. I'd never go out and bt^ Prince Albert 
Tobacco after reading it, because it doesn't tell me anything 
about the stuff. It's just a bunch of flufF." 

Fiink faced him: "Oh, you're auyl Have I got to sdl 
you the idea of Style? Anyway, that's the kind of stuff I'd 
like to do for the Zeeco. But I simply can't. So I decided 
to stick to the straight poetic, and I toak a shot at a highbrow 
ad for the Zeeco. How do you like this: 

The long white trail ia caUing^-calling— and it's over 
die hills and far away for every man or woman that 
hai red blood in his veins and on his lips the andent 
•ong of the bnccaneers. It's away with dull dmdging, 
and a fig for care. Speed— glorious Speed— it's more 
tiias jut a moment's exhilaration — it's Life for you 
and me I This great new truth the makers of the Zeeco 
Car have considered as much as price and style. It's 
fleet as the antelope, smooth as the glide of a swallow, 
yet powerful as the diarge of a bull -elephant. Class 
bieathes in every line. Listen, brother t You'll never 
know what the high art of hiking is till yon TRY 
LIFETS ZIPPINGEST ZEST— THE ZEECO I 

"Yes," Frlnk mused, *'tbat's got an elegant color to it, if 1 

do say so, but it aint got the originality of "spill-of-speecbl"* 

The iriiole conqwiQr tighed with syn^tby and atteiiratioiL 
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Babbitt ms fond of hia friends, he loved the inqxirtance 
of beiog host and shouUng, "Certainly, you're going to have 
smore chicken — the ideal" and he appreciated the gaiius of 
T. Cholmondeley Frink, but the vigor of the cockuils was 
gone, and the more he ate the leas joyful he felt. Then the 
amity of the dinner was destroyed by the nagging of the Swan- 
sons. 

Id Floral Heights and the other prosperous sections of Zen- 
hh, e^ieciaUy in the "young married set," there were mai^ 
women who had nothing to do. Though they had few servants, 
yet with gas .stoves, electric ranges and dish-washers and 
vacuum cleaners, and tiled kitchen walls, thdr bouses were 
so convenient that they had little housework, and mudi of 
their food came from bakeries and delicatessens. They had 
but two, one, or no children; and despite the myth that the 
Great War had made work respectable, their husbands ob- 
jected to their "wasting time and getting a lot of crank ideas" 
in uiqiaid social work, and still more to thor causing a rumor, 
1^ eamhig money, that they were not adequately suf^rted. 
They worked perhaps two hours a day, and the rest- of the 
time they ate chocolates, went to the motion^ictures, went 
window-shopping, went in gossiping twos and threes to card- 
parties, read magazines, thought timorously of the lovers who 
never appeared, and accumulated a splendid restlessness which 
they got rid of by nagging their husbands.. Hie husbands 
sagged back. 

Oi these naggers the Swansons wne perfect specimens. 

lluwis^at the dinner Eddie Swansea had been comphttJng; 
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pubQdy, aboat his irife's new frock. It was, be sidunitted, 
too ahort, too low, too immodatly thin, and much too aqxn> 
tive. He appealed to Babbitt: 

"Honest, Getvge, what do you think of that lag Louetta 
went and bought? Dont yon think it's the limit?" 

"What's eating yoa, Eddie? I call it a sweU little dress." 

"Ob, it is, Mr. Swanaon. It's a sweet frock," Mrs. Babbitt 
fMotested. 

"Tbtre DOW, do yon see, amartyl YouVe snch an authori^ 
aa clothes I" Louetta raged, while the guests ruminated and 
peeped at ber shoulders. 

"Hiat's all right now," said Swanson. "I'm authority enouf^ 
so I know it was a waste of money, and it makes me tired to 
see you not wearing out a whole dosetful of clothes you got 
already. I've eipressed my idea about this before, and srou 
know good and well you didn't pay the least bit of attenticui. 
I have to camp on your trail to get you to do anything — " 

Tben was much more of it, and tb^ all assisted, all bat 
Babbitt. Everything about him was dim eicept his stomach, 
and that was a bright scarlet disturbance. "Had too much 
grab; oughtn't to eat this stuff," he groaned — while be went 
on eating, while he gulped down a chill and glutinous slice of 
the ice-cream brick, and cocoanut cake as oozy as shaving- 
cream. He felt as thou^ he had been stuffed with clay; Us 
body was bursting, his throat was bursting, his brain was hot 
mud; and only with agony did he continue to smOe and shout 
as became a host on Flcoal Heights. 

He would, txcept for his guests, have fled outdoors and 
walked off the intoxication of food, but in the haze which 
filled the room they sat forever, talking, talking, whOe he 
agonized, "Dam fool to be eating all this — ^not 'nother mouth* 
ful," and discovered that he was again tasting the sickly wdtar 
of melted ice cream on hts plate. There was no magic in his 
friends; he was not uplifted when Howard LitUefidd produ^ 
from his treasure-house of scholanhip the informatioo that the 
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rliwlm! symbol for raw rubber fs CidH,„ which turns Into 
tac^ene, or aCiH,. _ Sudd enly, witbout _B!rp^'^<r"*, ^*"hhif* — ** 
not merely bored but admitting;^ tii^_bfi_Kaa. Jigred. It was 
ecstasy to escape from lEelaGIe, from the torture of a straight 
chair, and loll on the daveiqwrt in the living-room. 

Hie others, from th«r fitful unconvincing talk, thdr expres- 
^ons of bang slowly and painfully smothered, seemed to be 
suffering from the toil of social life and the horror of good 
food as much as htmsdf. All of them accepted with rdief 
Ae suggestion of bridge. 

Babbitt recovered from the feding of being boiled. He wmt 
at bridge. He was again able to endure Vergil Gunch's inex- 
orable heartiness. But he pictured loafing with Paul Riesling 
beside a lake in Maine. It was as ovnpowering and imagina- 
tive as homesickness. He had never sem Maine, yet be befadd 
the shrouded mountains, the tranquil lake of evening. "That 
boy Paul's worth all these ballyhooing highbrows put together," 
he muttered; and, "I'd like to get away from — everythmg." 

Even Louetta Swanson did not rouse bim. 

Mrs. Swanson was pretty and pliant. Babbitt was not an 
analyst of women, except as to their tastes in Furnished Houses 
to Rent. He divided them into Real Ladies, Working Women. 
Old Cranks, and ^ Chickens. He mooned over thrir charms 
but he was of (pinion that all of them (save the women of his 
own family) were "different" and "mysterious." Yet he had 
known by instinct that Louetta Swanson could be af^roached. 
Her eyes and lips were moist. Hn- face tapered from a broad 
forehead to a pointed chin, her mouth was thin but strong and 
avid, and between her brows were two outcurving and pas^on- 
ale wrinkles. She was thirty, perhaps, or younger. Gossip 
had never touched her, but every man naturally and instantly 
rose to flirtatiousness when he spoke to her, and every woman 
watched her with stilled hlankness. 

Between games, sitting on the davenport, Babbitt spoke to 
her with the requisite gallantry, that sonorous Iloral Hd^ta 
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gaOuitrjr iriiidi is not fllrution but a terrified fli^t from it: 

"You're locdung like a new soda-fountaia to-night. Louetta." 

"Am I?» 

"Olc Eddie kind of on the ranqnge." 

"Yes. I get 80 sick of it." 

"Well, when yon get tired of hublqr, yon can run off irith 
VDde George." 

"If I ran away — Oh, wdl — " 

"Anybody ever tell you your bands are awful pretty?" 

She looked down at them, she pulled the lace of her sleeves 
over them, but otherwise she did not heed him. She was lost 
in nneqHessed imaginings. 

Babbitt was too languid this evening to pursue bis duty of 
being a captivating (tliou^ strictly moral) male. He ambled 
back to the Ividge-tables. Re was not much thrilled when 
Mrs. Frink, a small twittering woman, proposed that th^ 
"try aod do some spiritualism and table-tipping — swu know 
Omm can make the spirits come — honest, he just scans mel" 

The ladies of the par^ had not oncrged all evening, but 
norw, as the aei given to thing? of the ^irit while the men 
warred against base thinp material, they took command and 
cried, "Oh, let'sl" In the dimness the men were rather solemn 
and foc^ish, but the goodwives quivered ud adored as they 
sat about tiie table. They buried, "Now, you be good or 
in tdll" when the men took their hands in the circle. 

BaUiitt tingled with a sli^t return of interest in life as 
Louetta Swans<Mi's hand dcsed on his with quiet firmness. 

An of them hunched over, intent. They startled as some one 
drew a strained breath. In the dnaty li^t frc»n the hall they 
looked umenl, they fdt disembodied. Mn. Gnncb squeaked, 
and they fumped with unnatural jocularity, but at Frink's hiss 
they sank bto subdued awe. Suddenly, incredibiy, they heard 
a knocking. They stared at FHnk's half-revealed hands and 
fdnnd them lying still. They wrig^cd, and pretended not U. 
bcfi 
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Ttbak spokt with gnvi^: *li aome (me there?" A thud. 
Ifl one knock to be the ngn for *ya'?" A thud. "And two 
for 'no'?" A thud. 

'T^ow, ladies and gentlemen, shall we ask the guide to pat 
us into communication with the spirit of aome great one passed 
over?" Frink mumbled. 

Mrs. Orville Jones begged, "Ob, let's talk to Dantel We 
studied him at the Reading Circle, You know who be wis, 
Qrvy." 

' "Certainly I know who he wasi Tlie Wc^ poet. Where do 
' yott think I was raised?" from her hisiilted hud>and. 
y. "Sure— the fellow that took the Cook's Tour to Hell. I've 
I never waded through his potry, but we learned about him in 
' die U.," said Babbitt 
i "Page Mr. Dannunntyl" Intoned Eddie Swanson. 

"You ou^t to get him easy, Mr. Frink, you and be bdng 
fellow-poets," said Louetta Swanson. 

"Fdlow-poets, ratsi Where d' you get that stuff?" pro- 
tested Vergil Gunch. "I Biq>pose Dante showed a lot of ipeed 
ior an old-timer — not that IVe actually read him, of course — 
but to come ri^t down to hard facts, he wouldn't stand one- 
two-three if he had to buckle down to practical literature and 
torn out a poem for the newspq>er-syndicete eveiy day, like 
Chum doesi" 

"That's so," from Eddie Swanson. "Those old birds could 
take their time. Judas Priest, I could write poetry mysdf if 
I had a whole year for it, and just wrote about that old-faah- 
iimed junk like Dante wrote about." 

Friidc demanded, "Hush, now I III call him. . . . 0,Lau{^ 
Ing EyeSr emerge forth into the, ub, the ultimates and bring 
hither the ^irit of Dante, that we mortals may list to his 
words of wisdom." 

"You fwgot to give um the address: 1658 Brimstone Ave- 
nue, Fiery Heif^ts, Hell," Gunch chuckled, but the others 
fdt that this was Irreligbus. And besides — "probabfy it wta 
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fast Cham making the knocks, but itQI, if there ^ h^ipcn to 
be smnething to all this, be exdtiiig to talk to an old feUoir 
hHftPfiwfl to — way ba^ in early tunes — " 

A thud. The qnrit of Dante bad oxne to the paiior of 
George F. BaU>itt. 

He VBS, it seemed, quite ready to answer tbdr qneBtirais. 
Ht was "glad to be with them, this evening." 

Ednk spdled oat the messaga by nmning throng the alpbft- 
bet till the spirit interpreter knocked at the rl^t letter. 

littlefidd asked, In a learned time, "Do yoo like it in the 
Paradiso, Mesnre?" 

"We are very happy on the hi^ier plane, Sgnor. We are 
^ad that yoo are stodying this great truth of spiritualism," 
Dante replied. 

The circle moved with an awed creaking of stays and shirt- : 
fronts. "Stqqxise — siqipose there were something to this?" 

Babbitt had a different wwry. "Si^ipose Chum Frinfc was 
rally one of these spiritualistsi Chum had, for a literary 
fdlow, always seemed to be a R^ular Guy; he belonged to 
the Chatham Road Presbyterian Church and went to die 
Boosters' lunches and liked dgan and motors and racy stories. 
But suppose that secretly — After all, you never could tdl 
about these dam highbrows; and to be an out-and-out q>irit- 
nalist would be almost like being a sodalistl" 

No ooe could l<»ig be serious in the presence of Ver^ Gimch. 
"A^ Dant' bow Jack Sbakeqieare and old Verg' — the guy 
diqr named after me-Htre gettin' along, and don't they wish 
they could get into the movie gamel" he blared, and instantly 
aO was mirth. Mrs. Jones shrined, and Eddie Swanson de- 
sired to know whether Dante didn't catch cold with nothing 
va but his wreath. 

Hie pleased Dante made humble answer. 

But Babbitt—the curst discontent was torturing him again, 
and heavily, in the inqiersonal darkness, he pondered, "I 
dent — We're all so flq> and think we're so smart. ThenM 
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be— A (eDow like Dante- I vbb I'd md lome of Ui 
pieces. X doot siq)pose I ever will, now." 

He had, without eiplanation, the inf)rca^on of a slaggy cUfl 
and on it, In silhouette against menacing clouds, a lone and 
austere figure. He was dismayed by a sudden conten^t for 
hiv surest friends. He grasped Louetta Swanson's hand, and 
lound the OHnfort of human warmth. Habit came, a veteran 
%arrior; and he shook himself. "What the deuce Is the nno- 
ter with me, this eveidng?" 

He patted Louetta's hand, to indicate that be hadn't meairt 
anything improper by squecziDg it, and demanded of Frink, 
"Say, see If yoti can get (rfd Dant' to spid us some of his 
poetry. Talk iq> to him. Tell him, 'Buau giorna, leier, com 
«a M, wje gelfsr Kakerssykerss a little pome, seSorf"* 



The U^ts were switdied on; the wtnnen sat on the fronts of 
tbdr chairs in that determined suspense wherel^ a wife indi- 
cates that as soon as the present speaker has finished, she is 
goii^ to remark tni^tly to her husband, "Wdl, dear, I think 
ftt-kapt It's alwut time fw us to be saying good-ni^t." For 
once Babbitt did not tveak out in blustering efforts to keep 
the party going. He bad — there was something he wished to 
think out — But the psychical research had started them (A 
again. ("Why didnt they go home! . Why didnt they go 
homel") Thou^ be was inqiressed by the profundity of the 
statement, he was only half-enthusiastic when Howard Litde- 
field lectured, "The United SUtcs is the only nation In lAidi 
the govenunent is a Moral Ideal and not just a social ar- 
rangement." ("True — true — ^weren't they ever gmng home?") 
He was usually ddi^ted to have an "inside view" of the mo- 
mentous world of motors but to-ni^t he scarcdy listened to 
Eddie Swanson's revdation: "If yoa want to go above the 
Tavdin class, the Zeeco is a mi^ty good bigr. Coiq>Ie weeks 
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■go, and ndad yon, this was a foir, square test, they totdc a 
Zeeco stock (ouring-car and they slid up the Tonawanda hiQ 
on hi^, and fellow told me — " ("Zeeco — good boat but — 
Were th^ planning to stay all nlsJit?") 

They really were going, with a flutter of "We did have the 
best timel" 

Most agressivdy friendly of all was Babbitt, jret as be btn^ 
bled he was reflecting, "I got through it, but for a frtiUe there 
I didn't hardly think I'd last out." He p repared to te ste that 
most delicate pleasure of the host: 'making fun.of his guests 
in the, relaaalion of iDi<&i£ku»-.&s the door closed he yawned 
volt^toously, chest out, shoulders wriggling, and turned cya- 
kaUy to his wife. 

She was beaming. "Oh, it was nice, wasn't it I I know they 
njoied every minute of it. Don't you think so?" 

He couldn't do it. He couldn't mock. It would have been 
like sneering at a hi^y child. He lied ponderously: "Yon 
betl Best par^ this year, by a long shot." 

"Wasn't the dinner goodi And honestly I thot^t the fried 
diicken was delicious I" 

"You betl Fried to the Queen's taste. Best fried chicken 
I've tasted for a coon's age." 

"Didn't Matflda fry it beautifullyl And don't yon think 
the sot^ was simply delidoua?" 

"It certainly wasi It was corkingi Best soup I've tasted 
since Heck was a pup!" But his voice was seeping away. 
Tliey stood in the hall, under the electric light in its square 
box-like shade of red ^ass bound with nickel. She stared at 

"Why, George, you don't sound— you sound as if you hadn't 
really enjoyed it." 

"Sure I did I Course I did!" 

"Georgel What Is it?" 

"Oh, I'm kind of tired, I guess. Been pounding pret^ hard 
•t the office. Need to get aw^ and rest up a little." 



D.n.iized by Google 



130 BABBITT 

"Well, we're going to Maine in jnat a few we^ now, dear.** 

"Yuh — " Then he wss pouring it out nakedly, robbed of 
reticence. "Myra: I think it'd be a good thing for me to 
get up tbere early." 

"But you have this man yoa have to meet In New York 
about business." 

"What man? Oh, sure. Him. Oh, that^ all off. Bat I 
want to hit Maine early — get in a little fishing, catch me a 
big trout, by golly 1" A nervous, artificial lau^. 

"Vfd\, why don't we do It? Verona and Matilda can run 
the house between them, and you and I can go any time, if 
you think we can afford it." 

"But that's — I've been feeling so junqqr lately, I thou^t 
nuQrbe it mi^t be a good thing if I kind of got off by myidf 
and sweat it out of me." 

"Georgel Don't you want tne to go along?" She was too 
wretchedly in earnest to be tragic, or gloriously insulted, or 
Birthing save dumpy and defenseless and flushed to the red 
steaminess of a boiled beet 

"Of course I do I I just meant — " Remembering that Fat)' 
Riesling had predicted this, he waa as despoate as she. "t 
mean, sometimes it's a good thing for an old grouch like me 
to go off and get it out of bis system." He tried to sound 
paternal. "Then when yofi and the kids arrive — ^I figured 
maybe I mif^t skip i^ to Maine just a few days ahead of yoa— 
I'd be ready for a real bat, see bow I mean?" He coaxed her 
with large booming sounds, with affable smiles, like a popubf 
preacher blessing an Easter congregation, like a humorous let? 
turer cocqileting his stint of doqurace, like all perpetrator* 
<tf masculine wiles. 

She stared at him, the iay of festival drained from her face. 
"Do I bother you when we go on vacations? Dont I add any^ 
thing to your fun?" 

He brake. Suddenly, dreadfully, he was l^terical, he was 
a yelping baby. "Yea, yea, yest Hell, yesl But can't yoa 
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midentaad I'm shot to pieces? I'm bO inl I got to take 
an of mysdfl I tell you, I got to — I'm ^ck of eveiything 
■nd even^bodyl I got to — " 

It wts she who was mature and protective now. "Why, of 
ONmel You shall run oS by yourselfl Why doot you get 
Paul to go along, and you boys just fish and have a good time?" 
She patted his shonlder — reaching up to it— while he shook 
irith palsied bdplesaness, and in that moment was not merely 
by habit fond of her but clung to her strength. 

She cried cheerily, "Now up-suirs you go, and p<^ into 
bed. Well fix it all iq). Ill see to the doors. Nowskipl" 

For many minutes, for many hours, for a bleak eternity, he 
lay awake, shivering, reduced to primitive terror, comprdieBd- 
ing that be had won freedom, and wondering what he could 
do vidi uytbiDg so tmkoown and ao embarrasahig as freedom. < 
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CHAPTER X 



No i^Mitment-boaK tn Zedth had nan raohitc^ eqiol* 
DKoted in andenutioo than the Revditoke Anu, in wfakA 
Paul tnd yjlln Riesling had a flat By sliding the beds into 
low doaeti the bednMnns were converted into Ihriag-noaaa. 
The kitcheos were CT^bowds each conuining an dectric range, 
a copper link, a f^aM refrigerator, and, very intermittently, m 
Balkan maid. Everything about the Ama was e'roemiiitly 
modem, and everything was c o m p rn a fd — eicept the gBragc^ 

The Babbitts were calling on the Rieslings at the Arma. It 
'«as a qwctilative venture to call on the Riesling; Intercttint 
lod sometimes disconcerting. Z01a was an active, strident, 
fnD-blown, hi^i-boaomed bkmde. When she caodeaccnded lo 
be good-humored she was nervously ■""■<■([ Her co wmtn ta 
on people were saltDy satiric and penetrative of accepted hy- 
pocrisies. "That's sol " you said, and looked sbtephh. She 
danced wildly, and called on the world to be merry, but in the 
midst of It she would tura indignant She was always becom- 
ing indignant. Life was a pk>t against her, and ihe miuatJ 
i^ furioely. 

She was albble to-ni^t. She merdy hinted that OrvIDe 
Jooes wore a toupi, that Mn. T. Owlmooddcy Frisk's ain(- 
ing resembled a Ford going Into hi^ and that the Hon. Otis 
Deeble, mayor of Zenith and candidate tor CoDgreas, was a 
flatulent tool (iriiich was quite true). The Babbitts and 
Rieslings sat doobtfully on stooe-hard brocade chain in the 
small living-room of the flat, with its mantd unprovided with 
a fireplace, and Its strip of heavy ^t fabric upon a ^arinf 
■ew player-piano, tiO Mrs. Ricding sMeked, "Come on! Lct^ 
14a 
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pot aonie pep ia Itl Get out your fiddle, Paul, and 111 tiy 
to Duke Gewgie dance decently." 

The Babbitts were in earnest. They were pbtting for die 
taapt to Maine. But when Mrs. Babbitt hinted with pluiqi 
smilingness, "Docs Paul get as tired after the winter^ work, . 
as Georgic does?" then Zilla remembered an injury; and when 
ZiDa Riealing remembered an Injury the world stopped till 
■ometliiiig had been done about it. ^ 

"Does be get tired? No, he doesn't get tired, he just goei . 
coxy, that's alll You think Paul is so reasonable, oh, yes, and 
be loves to make out he's a little Iamb, but he's stubborn as 
a nnil& Ob, if yoo bad to live with him — t You'd find out 
bow sweet be isl He just pretends to be medc so he can have 
his own w^. And me, I get the credit for being a terrible old 
oank, but if I didn't blow vp once in a while and get some- 
thing started, we'd die of dry-rot. He never wants to go any 
{dace and — Why, last evening, just because the car was out 
of order — and that was his fault, too, because be ou^t to have 
taken it to the service-station and had the battery looted at — 
and he didn't want to go down to the movies on the trolley. 
But we went, and then there was one of those inqiodent conduc- 
tors, and Paul wouldn't do a thing. 

"I was standing on the platform waiting for the petqde to 
let me into the car, and thb beast, this conductor, hollered at 
me, 'Come on, you, move up I ' Why, I've never had anybody 
apeak to me that way m all my lifel I was so astonished I 
just turned to him and said — I tbou^t there must be some 
mistake, and so I said to him, perfectly pleasant, 'Were yoa 
(peaking to me?* and he went on and bellowed at me, 'Yes. 
I wast YoaVe keeping the whole car from startingi' he said* 
and then I saw he was one of these dirty ill-bred ho^ that 
fcindn^M 19 wasted on, and so I stqiped and loolud ri^t at 
him, and 1 said, 'I — beg — your — pardon, I am not doing any- 
thing of the kind,' I said, 'it's the people ahead of me, who 
vtKit move iq>/ 1 lald, 'and furthermore, let me tell you, jroung 
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man, that you're a knr-down, (onl-inoatbed, Impertin^t akmi^* 
I said, 'and you're no gentlnnaiil I certainly intend to report 
you, and well sec,* I said, 'irtiether a lady Is to be insulted by 
any drunken bum that chooses to put on a ragged uniform, and 
I'd thank you,' I said, 'to keep your filthy abuse to yourself.' 
And then I waited for Paul to show he was half a man and 
come to my defense, and he just stood there and pretended he 
hadn't heard a word, and so I said to him, 'Well,' I said — " 

"Oh, ait it, cut it, ZiU I" Paul groaned. "We all know I'm 
a mdlycoddle, and yaa'n a tender bud, and let^ let it go at 
that" 

"Let it go?" ZOla'B face was wrinkled like the Medusa, her 
voice was a dagger of corroded brass. She was full of the joy 
of righteousness and bad tem^ier. She was a crusader and, 
like every crusader, she exulted in the tqqxKtunity to be vidoos 
in the name of virtue. "Vt it go? If people knew bow maiqr 
things I've let go — " 

"Oh, quit being such a bully." 

"Yes, a fine figure you'd cut if X didn't bully youl You'd 
He abed lill noon and play your idiotic fiddle till midni^tl 
You're bom la^, and you^ bom shiftless, and you're born 
cowardly, Paul Riesling — " 

"Oh, now, don't s^ that, ZiQa; you don't mean a word <A 
itl" protested Mrs. Babbitt 

"I will say that, and I mean every ^n^e last word of itt** 

"Ob, now, ZiUa, the ideal" Mrs. Babbitt was maternal 
and fussy. She was no Mer than ZHIb, but she seemed bo — ■ 
at first. She was placid and pufFy and mature, where Zilla, 
at forty-five, was so bleached and U^t-corseted that you knew 
raly that she was older than she looked. "The idea of talking 
to poor Paul like tbatl " 

'Toot Paul is r^tl We'd both be poat, we'd be hi the 
poorhouse, if I didnt jazz him up I" 

"Why, now, Zilla, George and I were juat saying bow hard 
Paul's been working all year, and we were thinking it would 
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lie lov^ If the Boyt eovid nm oB hy tbemselves. I've beeo 
couiiig George to go up to Maine ahead of the rest of ua, 
and get the tired otit of bis system before we come, and I 
think it would be lovdy if Fatil could manage to get aw^r and 
Jmn him." 

At this apoam of his plot to escape, Paul was startled out 
of in^MssiviQr. He rubbed his fingers. His bands twitched. 

Zilla bayed, "Yes I You're ludcyl You can let George go, 
and not have to watch him. Fat old Georgiel Never peeps 
at another womanl Hasnt got the spunkl" 

"The bdl I haven't I" Babbitt was fervently defending his 
pricdcK inunorali^ when Paul intem^ted him — and Paul 
looked dangeraus. He rose quickly; he said gently to ZUla: 

"I stq>pose you inq)ly I have a lot of sweethearts." 

"Yea, Idol" 

"WcU, then, my dear, since you ask tot it — There hasnt 
Deeo a time in the last ten years iriien I haven't found some 
nice little girl to comfort me, and as long as you continue your 
amiabQity I shall probably continue to deceive you. It isnt 
hard. You're so sttq>id.'' 

znia gibbered; she howled; words could not be distinguished 
in her slaver of abuse. 

Then the bland George F, BabUtt was transformed. If 
^ul was dangerous, if Zllla was a snake-locked fury, if the 
neat emotions suitable to the Revelstoke Arms had been slashed 
Into raw hatreds, It was Babbitt who was the most formidable. 
He le^>ed up. He seemed very large. He seized Vila's shoul- 
der. The cautions of the broker were wiped from his face, and 
his voice was crud: 

"I've had enou^ of all this damn nonsensel I've known 
you for twenty-five yeara, ZD, and I nevo- knew you to miss a 
diance to take your disappointments out on Paul. You're not 
widud. You're worse. You're a fool. And let me tell you 
dutt Paul b the finest boy God ever made. Every decent 
person is sick and tured of yornr taking advantage of bein^ a 
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vomui md ipriB^ng cveiy meui bunmdo yon cu flUt eC 
Wbo the hdl gn ]nn that s penon like Panl ihaaM have to 
uk yoor p en miu ia a to go with me? Yoa act like jron were a 
combimtioo of Queen VictarU and Oeopatia. Yoa fool, can't 
yon ice hov people nicker at jroo, and necr at yoa?" 

ZiUa was aobUoft "I've never— I've ne v er aaboif ever 
talked to me like this In all nqr lifel" 

"No, bat that"! the way they talk bdiind yoor tmckl At 
wyil Tlwy say yoote a acoUing oU woman. OMibyGodl" 

That cowardly attack broke her. Hv eyca were blank. She 
wept But Bebtritt glared sttdldly. He (dt (hat he was the 
aB-powerfol official in charge; that Paul and Mn. Babbitt 
looked oa him with awe; that be alone could handle tUt caaa^ 

ZiBa writhed. She bqtged, "(%, thgr doo'tl'* 

''Iliey certainly dol" 

"I've been a bad womant I'm tcrriUy aonyt FD UB ay^ 
mUI 111 do anything, dt, I'D— What do yoo want?" 

She abaaed hendf completdy. Abo, ihe enjoyed it. To 
the GonocMMCur of icenes, nothing Ii more cnJoyaUe than a 
tboroo^, melodraniKtic, egiriatic bvmOi^. 

"I want yoo to let Paul beat it off to Mafaic with me," Bab- 
Utt dfrnandrd. 

"How can I be^ bb going? YoaVre Jort lakl I was an kBoc 
and nobody paid any attention to me." 

"<3b, yon can hdp it, all ri^t, all ri^I What yoa got to 
do b to cot out hinting that the minute be gets out of yoor 
lil^t, heU go charing after some petticoat. Matter fact, that** 
Ihe way yoa start the boy off wrong. You oo^t to banc BHnt 

"Oh, I wm, boocstly, I wtn, George. I know I was bad. 

Oh, forgive me, all of jrou, forgive me — " 

She enjoyed it 

So did BabUtt He condemned magnificently and far^vc 
pfouily, and as he west parading out with Us wife he wh 
r to her: 
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"Kind of a shame to bnlly Znia, but count it was the onSy 
way to handle her. Gosh, I certainly did have her ctawliiigl" 

She said calmly, "Yes. You were honid. You were show- 
ing off. You were having a lovdy time tanking ^riiat a great 
fioe penon you werel" 

'^ell, by goUyl Can you beat iti Of omne X mi^t of 
opected you to not stand by mel I mi^t of apected you'd 
itick up tar your own sexl " 

"Ya. Few Zilla, she's so nnhapf^. She takes it out m 
Paul. She hasn't a single thing to do, in that little flat. And 
she brooda too much. And she used to be so pretty and gay, 
and she resents losing it And you were just as nas^ and mean 
as you could be. I'm not a bit proud of you — or of Paul, 
boasting about bis horrid love-a&airsl" 

Re was sulkily silent; he maintained his bad temper at a 
hi^ levd of outraged nobility all the four blocks home. At 
the door be left ber, in self-4^)proving haughtiness, and tranqted 
the lawn. 

With a shock it wis revealed to him: "Gosh, I wtmder if 
she was right — if she was partly ri^t?" Overwork must have 
flayed him to abnormal sensitiveness; it was one of the few ' 
times in bis life when be had queried his eternal excellence; , 
and he perceived the summer night, smelled the wet grass. 
Then: "I dont caret I've pulled it off. We're going to have 
oor ^>ree. And Ua Hul, I'd do ai^tUng." 



They were buying their Mame tackle at IJams Brotheta', 
the ^nrting Goods Mart, with the help of Willis Ijans, fellow 
member of the Boosters' Gub. Babbitt was completely mad. 
He tninq>eted and danced. He muttered to Paul, "Say, this 
b pretty good, eb? To be buying the stuff, eh? And good 
old ^^Uis Ijams Umsdf coming down nn the floor to wait on 
tsl Say, if tboae fellows that are ^thig their kit for the 



D.n.iized by Google 



13$ BABBITT 

Ndrdi Lakcf kaar we ncre goiog dor ^ to Mmm, ttqr^ 
htve ■ fit, di? . . . WcO, one on, Bratber Ij— iraBi, 
I HMUL Hctc^ yoor dnaoel WeYe a ample of eeqr iMilal 
Wbeel Let me It iti I'm sains to boy (Mt Ae fltml" 

He grated on fiy-ndi ud pirgeooi niitMr fav-booli, on 
tcntf with cclhdoid windom and foldiiig dasi ud ke-faoza. 
Be ilum le- h nutcd^ wuted to boy aQ of tfaon. It mi ibe 
Fanl lAom be was alwayi vagndy protecting wbo kipt bfan 
from bii dnmken dtaua. 

But even Paul listened irim WIDk Ijann, a »ilfnn>n widi 

t poetry and dqriomuy, dacamed flies, '^ow, at caaae, yon 

) boyt know," be said, "tlie great scrap ii between dry flies 

and wet flies. FetsonaQy, Vm for dry flies. More sporting." 

"Thst^ 10. Lots more qMrtbtg," fulminated BsbUtt, wbo 
knew voy little about flies dtber wet or dry. 

"Now if youll take my advic^ Georgia yoall stodt qp wdl 
on these pale evenhig dims, and silver sedges, and red ants. 
Qb, boy, there's a fly, that red ant I" 

"You bet] That's idiat it is— a flyl" rcjt^ced Babbitt. 

"Yes, sir, that red ant," said Ijams, "is a real boneat-to-God 

"Ob, I guess ole Mr. Trout won't come a-hustling when I 
drop one of those red ants on the watert" aaserted Babbitt, and 
Us thick wrists made a rapturous motbn of casth^. 

"Yes, sod the landlocked salmon wifl take it, too," said 
Ijams, who had never seen a landlocked salmon. 

"SalmonI TroutI Say, Paul, can you see Uode Gewge 
with his khaki pants on haulin' 'em in, scHoe morning IxHit 
seven? Wheel" 



Tbey were on the New York eqiress, incredili^ boood for 
Maine, incredibly without their families. They were free, in 
a man's wwld, in the smoking-compaitment of the 1 
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Outride die or irtodsir was s ^an of dirkiw st^ipled 
with the gtrfd of infrequnt mystcriooB li^ts. BabtuU wis 
imnMosdy consdoos, in the swsy and aothoritative clatter of 
die tnun, of gdng, of gdng on. Leaning toward Faal he 
punted, "Goab, pretty nice to t>e hiking, At" 

The small room, with its walb of ocher-colond sted, was 
filled mostly with the aart of men he dashed as the Best 
Fdlows Yooll Ever Meet— Real Good Mizen. There were 
Iburof them on the long seat; a fat man with a direwd fat face, 
« knife-et^ed man in a green vdoor hat, a very yonng young 
man with ui imitatkm amber cigarette-holder, and BabUtt. 
Fadng them, on two mov^Ie leather dtairs, were Paid and a 
lanky, old-hshloned man, very cunning, with wrinkles bracket' 
ii^ his mouth. Tfaey all read newspqiers or trade Joumali, 
boot-and-aboe Journals, crockery Joomals, and waited for the 
joys of conversation. It was the very young man, now wakf 
faig ha first journey by Pullman, who began it. 

*Ssy, gee, I had a wild M thne hi Zenithl** he ^oried. 
"^y, if a fdkw knows the ropes there be can have as wiM A 
time as he can In New Yorkl" 

"Yuh, I bet ytn singly raised the M Ned. I figured you 
were a bad man when Z saw yon get on the train I " chudded the 
tat (me. 

The others ddightedly laid down tbdr papers. 

"Well, that's all rlfl^t nowl I guess I seen some thfaip in 
the Aibor you never semi" con^lained the boy. 

"Oh, 111 bet you didl I bet you bpped vp the malted mOk 
Vke a reglar little devUI" 

Then, the boy having served as hitroduction, they ignored 
Urn and charged into real talk. Only Paul, wtting by himsdf, 
reacUng at a serial story in a newspaper, failed to Join them, 
and aO but Babbitt regarded him as a snob, an eccentric, a per^ 
■on of no ^)irit. 

Whidi of them said which has never been detenidaed, and 
does not matter, since they all had the same ideas and eip r cs aed 
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than slmys with the Bsme prnderoiB and bntqr ubuiukc 
If it was not Babbitt wbo wu ddivering aoy pven verdict, at 
kaBt he was beaming on tbe cbanccUw iriw fUd ddivn it. 

"At that, thou|^," announced tbe fiist, "th^'re sdling quite 
some booze in Zenith. Guess tbey are tytryiAet. 1 dont 
know bow you fellows feel about proiiibititMi, but tbe way it 
strikea me is that it's a mighty benefidal thing for the poor 
zob that hasn't got any will-povrer but lor fdlowg like us, 
it's an infringement of personal liberty." 

"That^ a fact Congress has got no ti^t to Interfoe with 
a fellow's personal liberty," contended tbe second. 

A man came in from the car, but as all the seats wov full 
he stood up while he smoked his cigarette. Be was an Ont- 
■idcr; he was not one of tbe Old Families of the smoking- 
conyartment. Tbey looked vpcat him bleakly and, after try- 
ing to ^year at ease by examining his chin in tbe mirror, he 
gave it up and went out in ulence. 

"Just been making a trip throng the South. Budness 
EtmditioDS not very good down there," said one of the coondL 

"L that a facti Not very good, A?" 

"No, didn't strike me tbey were up to onmal." 

"Not i^> to normal, eb?" 

"No, I wouldn't hardly say they were." 

The whole council nodded sagely and dedded, "Yuny, iMit 
hardly up to souff." 

"Well, business ctmditions ain't what they ouj^t to be oat 
West, neither, not by a long shot." 

"That's a fact. And I guess the hotd business feels h. 
That's one good thing, though: these hotels that've been charg- 
bg five bucks a day — yes, and maybe six-seven I — for a rotten 
room are going to be dam glad to get four, and maybe give you 
a little service." 

"That's a fact. Say, uh, speaknubout hotels, I hit the St. 
Francis at San Francisco for tbe first dm^ the other dqr, an^ 
Bay, it certainly is a first-class place." 
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*YoaVe ri^t, brotberl The St. Fkaads b a swdl place— 
■badutdy Ai." 
"Hut's a fact. I'm ri^t iritb you. It's a fitst-dass place." 
*Yuh, but say, any of you fellows ever stay at the Ripple- 
toB, in Chicago? I don't want to knock — I bdieve in boosting 
iriicrever you can — but say, of all the rotten dumps that pass 
'onsdves oB as fint-dass holds, that's the worst. I'm going 
to get those gays, one of these days, and I told 'em so. Yon 
know how I am — wdl, maybe you don't know, but I'm accus- 
tomed to firat<lass accommodations, and I'm perfectly willing 
to pay a reasonable price. I got into Chicago late the other 
ni^t, and the Rippleton's near the station — I'd never been 
there before^ but I says to the taxi-driver — I always bdieve 
in taking a taxi when you get in late; may cost a little more 
money, but, gosh, it's worth it when you got to be iq) early 
next rooming and out sdling a lot of crabs — and I said to 
Um, 'Oh, just drive me over to the Riiqjleton.* 

"Well, we got there, and I breezed ifi to the desk and said 
to the derk, 'Wdl, brother, got a nice nwm with bath foe 
Cou^ BSl?' Saaa«yl You'd 'a' thought I'd sold him a 
second, or asked him to w<ffk on Yom Kippur! He bands me 
the cold-boHed stare and yaps, 'I dunno, friend, III see,' and 
be ducks behind the rigamajig they keep track of the rooms 
OIL Wdl, I guess be called wp the Credit Association and 
the American Security League to see if I was all right — be 
certainly took long enough — or maybe he just went to sleep; 
but finally he comes out and looks at me like it hurts him, and 
ooaks, T think I can let you have a room with batb.' 'Well, 
that^ awful nice of you — sorry to trouble you— how much 11 
It set me back?' I says, real sweet. 'Itll cost you seven bucks 
a day, friend,' be aays. 

"Wdl, it was late, and anyway, it went down on my expense- 
iccount — gosh, if I'd been paying it instead of the firm, I'd 
V UvapeA tbe streets all night before I'd 'a' let any bick 
tavern stkJc me aeveo great big round dollars, bdieve mel So 
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1 kli it go At thtt. Wdl, the d«A wilui a nke yoBg teB* 
hop— fins lad — not a day over ■eveoty-idDe ytm old — fbo^k 
at the Battle of Gettysburg tnd dooo't kaow Wt over yet— 
thoo^t I «a> one of the Coofedaatei, I goai, from the v^f 
he looked at me— and Rip van WfaiUe lode me op to eon»> 
diing — I fOQDd out aftemank they called It a roouif bat iot 
I thotq^t there'd been lome miitake — ^I thoo^ they we 
putting me In the SahratioD Amy ooDection-baat At MVta 
^ each and every ^JeM/ Godil" 

"Ynh, I've heard the R^tpletoo wai pntty ^ecqr. Nov, 
iriien I go to Chicago I alwayi itiy at the Blacfcetooe or tha 



"Say, eny of yoQ fdknn ever itqr at the Birdidib at Tvm 
Bnttef Hoir b itf" 

«0h, the Birchdde b a fint-dea hotd." 

(Twdve minntcs of conference on the itale of hoteb !■ 
Sooth Bend, Flint, Dayton, Tnha, WkUta, Fort Worth, Wi- 
nona, Erie, Firgo, ud Moooe Jaw.) 

"Speaknubout prico," the man In die vdoor hat obeerw d , 
flagering the dk-tooth on bis heavy mtdi-diain, "I'd like to 
kaoir where th^ get this stuff about dothci coining down. 
Now, yoa take this salt I got cm." He pinched Us ti o umi - 
leg. "Four yean ago I pud forty-two fifty for it, and it waa 
real sure-'noa^ value. Wdl, here the other day I went IbIo 
a store back home and asked to see a suit, and the fdknr yaito 
oat some band-me-dowos that, honest, X wouldn't pot on a 
hired man. Just out of curiosity I asks him, 'What yoa 
'*«'tf"g for that Junk?* 'Ju^kt' be says, Sritat d' yoa mcaa 
Junk? That's a fweD piece of goods, all wool—* Like bdll 
It waa nice vegetable wool, right off tbe (Me Flantatioat 
'It's aD wod,* be a^a, *aod we get slz^-tevca nine^ for h.* 
'Ob, yoa do, do yonl' I says. "Not from me you dooV I 
says, and I walks right oat on him. Yoa betl I says to tha 
«lf^ 'Wen,' I said, 'aa long as yov strength holds oat aad 



D.n.iized by Google 



ym can go OB pntdag ft tew more patdea oo papa^ puBts, 
well jint pan ^ haying dothn.* " 

"Tliat'i rig^t, brother. And just lo6k at collan, frin- 



'^qrl Waitl** the tat man protested. "What^ the matter 
irfth ooUats? Ita selliog collarsi D' you realise the cost 
of labor on adlan is still two hundred and seven per cent, 
above — " 

Tb^ voted that if their old Maid the fat man sold col- 
lars, then the price of cdlars was oacUy what it should be; 
bnt all other dotbing was tragically too expensive. They ad- 
mired and loved oat another now. Tliey went profound^ ! 
Into the idenn of business, and Indicated that the purpose of 
mamrfartnriog a plow or a brick was so that it mi^t be sold. 
To them, the Rt»nantic Hero was no kmger the kni^t, the wan- 
doing poet, the cowpnncher, the aviator, nor the Iwave young 
district attonMy,'but the great sales-manager, who bad aa. 
Analysis of Merdandiaing Problems on his ^ass-topped desk,< 
irtuae title of noUlity was "Go-gMer," and -wbo devoted him> 
adf and aQ his young aamurd to the cosmic purpose of Sdl- 
tag — not of adiing ai^tbing In particular, f or tw to anybody 
in particular, bnt pure SeDiog. 

The sbop-talk roused Paul Riesling. Thou^ he was n 
phyer of violins and an interestingly unhappy husband, he 
was also a very able salesman of tar-rooBng. He listened to 
the fat man's remarks od "the value of bouse-organs and buU 
letias as a method of jaczing-i^ the Doys out oi the road;" 
and be faimadf oBered one or two eicdlent thou^ts <m the 
Bse of two-cent stamps on circulars. Then he committed an 
ofTense against the hcdy law of the Clan of Good Fdlows. He 
became hi^brow. 

Tbey were entering a dty. On tbe outskirts they passed 
a sted-mill which flared In scariet and ovnge flame that licked 
at the cadaverous stacks, at the irm-sheatbed walla and solleo 
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'Vy Loid, look at tbst— beaatifoll" sdd Fkd. 

"Yaa bet it's beautifa], Mend. That^ tbe Sbdln«-Harbia 
Stcd Pilot, Bod th^ tdl me old Jdm SbdUng made a good 
three milliaa bmes out of mmutionB during the wirl" ttte 
man vith the velour hat add reverently. 

**! didnt mean — I mean it^ lovdy the my the li^t pidb 
that picturesque yard, all littered with junk, right mA of the 
darkooB," said Faol. 

Tbty stared at him, irtiile BaUntt crowed, Taal tha« has 
certainly got one great little eye for jHcturesque [daces and 
qtiaiot si^ts and all that stuff, T) of been an author or some- 
thing If be hadnt gone into tbe roofing line." 

Paul looked annoyed. (Babbitt aomrtimea wondered if 
Paul iqjpredated faisloyal boosting.) Tlie man in the vdoor 
hat grunted, "Wdl, penonally, I think Shdiing-Horton keep 
thdr wwks awful dir^. Bum routing. But I don't svppose 
there's any law against calling 'em ^licturesque' if it gets yon 
tiiat way I" 

Paul sulkily returned to his new^>q>er and the conversatioo 
logically moved on to ttaina. 

"What time do we get into Fittsborg?" asked Babbitt. 

"Pittsburg? I think we get in at — no, that was last year^ 
sdiedule — ^wait a minute — let's see — got a time-table ri^ 
here." 

"I wonder if weVe on time?" 

"Yuh, sure, we must be just about on time." 

"No, we aren't — we were seven minutes late, last staticm." 

"Were we? Strai^t? Why, gosh, I thou^t we were ri^t 
on time." 

"No, we're about seven minutes late." 

*'Yuh, that's right; seven minutes late." 

The porter entered — a negro in white jacket with brass 
buttons. 

"How late are we, George?" growled the fat man. 

** lleed, I doot know, sir. I tfahik we're about on tim^" 
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•■id the pater, folding towds tnd deftly toasii^ tbem op <» 
the rack above tbe mslibowb. The anmcU stared at him 
^ooiiiilr and when be was gone tbey waOed: 

"I doo't know lAat's come over these uiggeis, nowadays 
Tbqr never ^ve you a dvfl answer." 

"That's a fact They're getting so they dont have a Oo^ 
Ut of respect fw you. The old-fashioned coon was a fine old 
cnss— be knew liis place— but tliese young dinges dont want 
h> be pmten or cotton-picken. Oh, nol They got to be law- 
yen and professors and Lord knows what all I I tell yon, it^ , 
be c o min g a pret^ serious problem. We ought to get together J 
and show the black man, yes, and the yellow man, his place. //' 
Now, I havent got one particle of race-prejudice. I'm the first 
to be ^ad when a nigger succeeds — so long as be stays where 
be bdongs and doesnt try to usuip the ri^tf ul authority and 
btainess ability of the white man." 

"That^ tlie i.l And another thing we got to do," said the 
man with the vdonr hat (whose name was Kf^tUnsky), "is to 
keq) these dams fwdgners out of the country. Thank the 
Lord, weVe putting a limit on immigration. These Dagoes 
and Hunkies have got to learn tliat this is a white man's 
country, and tliey ain't wanted here. When we've assimilated 
tbe f oreigDers we got here now and learned 'em the principles 
of Americanism and turned 'em into regular folks, why tbeo 
maybe weHl let in a few more." 

■You bet. That's a fact," they observed, and passed on to 
lifter topics. They rapidly reviewed motor-car prices, tire- 
mileage, oD-stodcs, fishing, and the prospects for the wheat- 
crop in Dakota. 

But the fat man was in^tient at this waste of time. He 
was a veteran travdcr and free of illusions. Already he had 
asserted that he was "an old he-one." He leaned forward, 
gathered in their attention by his expression of sly humor, and 
grumbled, "Ob, heD, bqys, let's cut out tbe fwoiality and get 
down to the stniesl" 
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They became very livdy and intiinate, 

Pstd and the boy vanished. The others slid forward oo the 
long seat, unbuttoned their vests, thmst their feet tq> on the 
diaiia, pulled the statdy bta» cn^Hdors nearer, and ran the 
green window-^hade down on its little trolley, to ibnt them 
In from the uncomfortable atrsogeness of ni^L After cadi 
bark of lau^ter \bey cried, "Say, Jever hear the one aboot — " 
Babbitt was expansive and virile. When the train stopped at 
an important station, the foiv men walked up and down the 
cement platform, under the vast smoky traii>«hed roof, like a 
stormy sky, under the devated footways, beside crates of 
ducks and sides of beef, in the myHay of an unknown d^. 
Tb^ strolled abreast, old friends and wdl content. At the 
lonff^irawn "AUIU aboarrrrrd"— like a momitatn call at dusk — 
they hastened back into the smoking^Mmpartment, and tilt 
two of the mmuog cmtinued the droU tales, their qres dan^ 
with dgar-smoke and lau^ter. Whei they parted th^ shook 
hands, and diuckled, "WeD, ^, it's been a great aeasioa. 
Sony to bust it vp. Mighty g^ to met you." 

Bdibitt lay awake in the dose hot tomb of hb PoIIman 
berth, diaking with remembrance of the fat man's Hmerfck 
about the lady who wished to be wild. He raised the shade; 
be lay with a puSy arm tucked between bis head and the 
skimpy pHIow, kxiking out on the sliding silhouettes of trees, 
and village lamps like eiclamatioivpotnta. He was vety 
happy. 
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Tbtt hid four bom In New YoA between traim. Tho 
cne tbing Babbitt wished to see was the Fennqrlvania Hotel, 
iHikb bad been buOt since bis last visit. He s&red i^ at it, ( 
muttering, "Tw«ity*two hundred nxuns and twenty-two bun- 
dled bathsl That's got everytbhig in the wwld beat. Lord, '' 
their tmuver mmt be— wdl, siqqxMe price of rooms is four 
to ei^t dollars a day, aud I sui^N»e maybe some ten and — 
fonr times twenty-two hundred — say six times twenty-two hun- 
dred — ^well, anyway, with restanrants and everything, say sum- 
men between d^t and fifteen thousand a day. Every dayl 
I never thoo^t I'd see a thing like that] Some townl Of {^' 
course the average fellow in Zenith has got more ^"^'yMIBI ( 
I^tb#vfr than the fourflusbers here, but I got to Eand it to 
Kew YofL Yes, ^, town, srou're all ri^t — some ways. WeD, 
old niubU, I guess we've seen everything that^ worth wbHe. 
HowH we kni tbe rest of the tboe? Movie?" 

But Paul desired to see a liner. "Always wanted to go to 
Europe— and, by tbttnder, I will, too, a<Kne d^ before 1 p«aa 
ODt," be sighed. 

Tnm a nnqji iriiarf aa the North River they stared at tbe 
Bteta of tbe Aqmtoma and her stacks and wirdess antemue 
lifted above tbe dodt-bouse which shut her in. 

"By giOy," Babbitt droned, "wouldn't be so bad to go over 
to the fMd Conntiy and take a squint at all these ruins, and 
the {dace where Shake^ware was bom. And think of bdag 
^ile to order a drink whenever you wanted ooel Just range 
ifi to a bar and hdler out loud, 'Gimme a cocktail, and dam 
thepdicel' Not bad at all. What Juh like to aee, over thff^ 

ug 
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Fitil did not answer. Babbitt tamed. Paul was standing 
with dencbed fists, head drooping, staring at the liner as in 
terror. His thin body, seen against the summer-faring planks 
id the wharf, was childishly meager. 
Again, "What would you hit for on the other side, Paul?" 
Scowling at the steamer, his breast heaving, Paul whi^wred, 
') "Oh, my Godl" While Babbitt mtdied him anxiously fae 

") anappeii, "Come on, let's get out of this," and hastewd down 

the wharf, not looking back. 
t "That's funny," considered BabbitL "The boy didn't care 

for seeing the ocean boats after all. I thoue^t he'd be inter- 
ested in "em." 



Tbou^ he exulted, and made sage speculations about loco- 
motive horse-power, as their train climbed the Maine moontun- 
ridge and from the summit he looked down the shining way 
among the pines; though he remarked, "Well, by gollyl" wboi 
be discovered that the station at Katadumcook, the end ol 
the line, was an aged frdght-car; Babbitt's moment of impas- 
sioned release came when they sat on a tmy -wbaxt on Lake 
Sunasquam, awaiting the launch from the hotel. A raft had 
floated down the lake; between the logs and the shore, the 
water was tran^urent, thin-looking, flashing with minnows. 
A guide in black felt hat with trout-fUes in the band, and 
flannel shirt of a peculiarly daring blue, sat on a log and whit- 
tled and was silent. A dog, a good country dog, black and 
woolly gray, a dog ridi in leisure and in meditation, scratched 
and grunted and slept. The thick sunlight was lavish on the 
bright water, on the rim of gold-green balsam boughs, the 
iQver birches and tropic ferns, and across the lake it boned 
on the sturdy shoulders of the mountains. Over everything 
was a holy peace. 

Silent, they loafed on the edge of the wharf, swinging thor 
legs above the water. The immense tenderness of the place 
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■uik into Babbitt, and be m u nn u red, "I'd just like to tit beca 
— tbe rest of my life — *ai whittle — and sit And never hear 
a tjFpewriter. Or Stan Graff ftming in tbe 'pboat. Or Rone 
and Ted acr^iping. Just at. Goshl" 

He patted Paul's dioulder. "How does it strike you, old 
snooMT?" 

"Ob, it^ darn good, Georgie. There's innu^htnf^ lort of / 
eternal about it." 

For ooc^ Babbitt understood bim. 



Tbtb lanncb rounded tbe bend; at the head of the lake, 
under a mountain liope, they saw the little central dining- 
flhacL of their hotel -and the cresceat of squat log cottaga 
nhidi served as bedrooms. Tliey landed, and endured the crit< 
kal enmination of the habitnfa who had been at the hotel for 
a irfiole we^ In their cottage, with its hi^ stone fireplace, 
tbqr hastened, as Babbitt expressed it, to "get into some reg- 
ular he-togs." They came out; Paul in an old gray suit and 
soft white shirt; Babbitt in khaki shirt and vast and flapping 
khaki trousers. It was excessively new khaki; his rimless 
spectacles bdonged to a city office; and hb face was not tanned 
but a city pink. He made a discordant noise in the place. But 
with infinite satisfaction be slapped bis legs and crowed, "Say, 
this is getting back home, di?" 

They stood on the wharf before the hotel. He winked at 
Paul and drew from hb back pocket a plug of diewing-to* 
bacco, a vulprism forbidden in the Babbitt home. He took a 
chew, beaming and wagging his head aa he tugged at it. "Uml 
XTml Maybe I haven't been hungry for a wad of cating-to- 
baccol Have some?" 

They looked at each other in a grin of understanding. Paul 
took the plug, gnawed at it. They stood quiet, their jaws 
woiking. Tb^ solemnly spat, one after the other, into the 
fladd water. Tb«y stretdied vcduptuously, with lifted anns 
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ytrf uched hacta, FWwn hfyond the i mmttyfaMt cuoe Hit 
ihufDing sound of a &tf-off tnin. A troat leaped, and fdl 
back in a sQver drde. Tb^ sighed together. 



Tbey bad a vreA befiarc their fandlia catne. Etch eveoliig 
they planned to get up early and fiah before brcak&st Each 
morning they lay abed till the breakfast-bdl, {deasantly cott- 
sdous that there vere no efficient wives to rouse than. The 
mornings were cold; the fire was kindly as they dressed. 

Paul was distressingly clean, but Babbitt revded In a good 
■Hmd dirtiness, in not having to shave till his qnrlt was moved 
to it. He treasured every grease ^>ot and fish-acale on Us 
new khaki trousers. 

All morning th^ fished nnenergetically, or tramped the dim 
and aqueous-lighted trails among rank fans and moM sptbk- 
kled with crimson bdls. They slept all afternoon, and tiU 
midni^t played stud-poker with tlie guides. Poker was * 
serious business to the guides. They did not gossip; they 
shufBed the thick greaqr cards with a deft ferodqr menacing 
to the "qjorts;" and Joe Paradise, king of guides, was sar- 
castic to loiterers who baited the game even to scratch. 

At midni^t, as Paul and he blundered to their cottage over 
the pungent wet grass, and pine-roots confusing In the daikn 
Dcss, Babbitt rejoiced that he did not have to esplain to his 
wife where he had been all evening. 

They did not talk much. The nervous loquacity and apiO' 
ionation of the Zenith Athletic Club dropped from them. But 
idten they did talk they slipped into the naive intinuK? of 
ocjlege days. Once they drew thar canoe up to the bank of 
Sunaaquam Water, a stream walled in by the dense green of 
the hardback. The sun roared on the green Jungle but in the 
shade was sleepy peace, and the water was golden and ripfding. 
Babbitt drew his hand throu^ the cool flood, and mused: 
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*Wfl never tboa^ He'd coax to Maine togetherl" 

"No. We've nevfx done anything the my we thmgtit we 
would. I eipected to live in GennaDy with my gnnddad% 
people, and stwfy the fiddle." 

"Tbat^ so. And remeniber bow I wanted to be a lawyer 
and go into pditics? Z still think I mi^t have made a go of it. 
ISre kind of got the gift of the gab — aosrway, I can think on 
my feet, and make some kind of a apiA on Bust anything, 
and of course that's the thing yon need in politics. By golly, 
Ted's going to law-achool, even if I didn'tl Well — I gneaa 
it^ wwked out all rl^t. Hynt^ been a fine wife. And ZiDa 
means wril, FauUbus." 

"Vts, Up her^ I figure out all sorts of plans to keep her 
arnnsed. I kind of feel life is going to be tUSerent, now that 
we're getting a good rest and can go back and start over 
affio." 

"I hope so, old boy." Shyly: "Say, gosh, it's been awftd 
nice to sit around and loaf and ^mble and act regular, with 
yon along, you <Ad Itone-thiefl" 

"Wen, ]n)u know what it means to me, Georgie Saved wjr 
me." 

The shame of emotion overpowered them; they curseA k 
little, to prove they were good rou^ fellows; and in a mellow 
silence. Babbitt whistling while Paul hummed, they paddled 
bac± to the botd. 



Hiou^ It was Paul -who had seemed overwrought, Babbitt 
who had been the protecting big brother, Paul became deai^ 
eyed and merry, while Babbitt sank into irritability. He un- 
covered layer on layer of hidden weariness. At first he had 
played nimble jester to Paul and tor him sought amusements; 
by the end of the week Paul was nurse, and Babbitt accepted 
favors with the condescensioo one always shows a patient 
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The day befbre thdr families arrived, the women guests at 
the hotd bubbled, "Ob, isn't it nicel You must be so exdted;" 
and the proprieties omqidled Bibbitt and Paul to look ex- 
dted. But they went to bed eariy and gnaapy. 

Wfaen Myra appeared abe said at once, "Now, we want 
you boys to go on playing aroond just as if we weren't here." 

The fint evening, he stayed out for poker with the giudes, 
and she said in pladd merriment, "Myl You're a regular 
bad ooel" Tlie second evening, she grosned s]eq>ily, "Good 
heavens, are you going to be out every singje nijj^t?" The 
third evening, be didn't play poker. 

He was tired now in every cell. "Funnyl Vacation doesn't 
seem to have done me a bit of good," he lamented. "Paul^ 
Aiaky as a colt, but I swear, Ite crankier and nervouser than 
when I came up here." 

He had three weeks of Maine. At the end of the second week 
he began to feel calm, and intvested in life. He planned an ex- 
pedition to climb Sachem Mountain, and wanted to canq> over- 
nl^t at Box Car Fond. He was curiously weak, yet cheerful, 
as though he had deansed his vdns of poisonous energy and 
was filling them with wholesome blood. 

He ceased to be irritated by Ted's infatuation with a wait- 
ress (his seventh tragic affair this year); be played catch 
with Ted, and with pride tau^t him to cast a Sy in the 
pine-shadnwed silence of Skowtuit Fond. 

At the end he sighed, "Hang it, I'm just beginning to enjcy 
my vacation. But, well, I feel a lot better. And it's going to 
be one great year! Maybe the Real Estate Board will dect 
me president, instead of some fuz^ old-fashioned faker like 
CJian Mott." 

On the way home, whenever be went into the smoking- 
conqwrtment be fdt guilty at deserting his wife and angiy at 
being expected to fed guilty, but each time he trim 
"C&t, this b going to be a great year, a great old yearl" 
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All tbe my home from Maine, Babbitt was certain that he ' 
WIS a changed man. He was converted to serenity. Be was 
going to cease worrying about business. He was going to have 
oxire "interesta" — theaters, public affairs, reading. And sud- 
denly, as he finished an e^xcially heavy cigar, be was gcnng 
to stop smoking. 

He invented a new and perfect method. He would buy 
DO tobacco; he would depend on borrowing it; and, of course, 
be would be ashamed to borrow often. In a qiasm of ri^t- 
eousneas he flung bis ci^r-case out of the smoking-conqnrt- 
ment window. He went bach and was kind to his wife about 
nothing in particular; he admired his own purity, and decided, 
"Absolutely simple. Juat a matter of will-power." He started 
a magazine serial about a scientific detective. Ten miles on, he 
was conscious that he desired to smoke. He ducked bis bead, 
like a turtle going into its shell; he afq>eared uneasy; he 
skipped two pages in his story and didn't know it. Five miles 
later, he leaped vp and sought the porter. "Say, uh, George, 
have you got a — " The porta looked patient. "Have you 
got a time-table?" Babbitt finished. At the next stop he went 
out and bought a cigar. Smce it was to be his last before 
be reached Zenith, he finished it down to an inch stub. 

Four days later he again remembered that he had stqiped 
smoking, but be was too busy catching up with his office- 
work to keep it remembered. 



Basdiall, be detennined, would be an excellent hobby, "No 
ense a man's working bb fool head off. I'm going out to the 
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Game three times a wedk. Besides, fdlcnr oo^t to stqiport 
the home team." 

He did go and support the team, and eohance the ^ory erf 
Zenith, by yelling "AttaboyI" and "Rottenl" He perfumed 
the rite scrupulously. He wore a cotton handkerchief about 
his collar; he became sweaty; he opeatd his month in a wide 
loose grin; and drank lemon soda out of a bottle. He went 
to the Game three times a we^ for one we^. Then he com- 
promised on watching the Advocate-Times bulletin-board. He 
stood in the tfaidust and steamiest of the crowd, and as the 
boy iQ> on the lofty platform recorded the achievemeots of 
Big BUI Bostwick, the pitcher, Babbitt remarked to cooqilete 
strangers, "Pretty nicel Good woAI" and hastened bat^ to 
the office. 

He honestly believed that he loved baseball. It Is troe that 
he hadn't, in twenty-five years, himsdf played any baseball 
ocept back-lot catch with Ted— ^very gentle, and strictly lim- 
ited to ten minutes. Bat the game was a custom of his dan, 
and it gave outlet for the homicidal and sides-taking Instincta 
which Babbitt called "patriotism" and "love of ^wrL" 

As he approadied the office be walked faster and faster, mut- 
tering, "Guess better bustle." All about him the dty was 
hsstling, for bustling's sake. Men in motws were hustling to 
pass one another !n the hustling traffic. Men were hustling to 
catch trolleys, with another troDey a minute bdiind, and to 
leap from the trolleys, to gallop across the sidewalk, to hurl 
themadves into bulldinfp, into hustling apnga elevatns. Men 
in daily lunches were hustling to gulp down the food whidi 
cooks had hustled to fry. Men in barber shc^ were smq^ing, 
"Jus' shave me once over. Gotta hustle." Men were fever- 
ishly getting rid of visitors in <rffices adorned with the signs, 
**Thi3 Is My Busy Day" and "The Lord Created the World in 
Six Days— You Can Spiel All You Got to Say in Six Minutes.** 
Men who had made five thousand, year before last, and ten 
thousand last year, were vrgjng on nerve-yelping bodies and 
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pardied brains so that they might make twenty tbousai^ this 
year; and the men who bad broken down immediatdy after 
making their twenty thousand dollars were hustling to catch 
trains, to hmtle through the vacations which the hnstling doO' 
ton had cmlered. 

Among them Babbitt bintled back to his office, to sit down 
with nothing much to do eicq>t see that the staiF kxd^ed aa 
thoo^ they were hustling. 

in 

Every Saturday afternoon he hustled out to his country 
did) and hustled through nine hala of golf as a rest after 
the wedk's hustle. 

In Zenith it was as necessary fw a Soccessfol Man to 
behmg to a country club as it was to wear a linen collar. 
Babbitt's was the Outing Gdf and Country Gub, a i^easant 
gray-sbln^ed building with a broad porch, on a daisy-starred 
cliff above Lake Kennepoose. There was another, the Toti»> 
wanda Country Gub, to which belonged Charles McKelvey, 
Horace Updike, and the other rich men iA»o lunched not at 
the Athletic but at the Union Gub. Babbitt e^)Iabied with 
frtqueucy, "You couldn't hire me to join the Tonawanda, even 
if I did have a hundred and eighty bucks to throw away on 
the initiation fee. At the Outing we've got a bunch of real 
human fdlows, and the finest lot of little women in town — 
jnst as good at Joshing as the men — but at the Tonawanda 
thereS nothing but these would-be's in New York get-iqw, 
drinking teal Too much dog altogether. Why, I wouldn't 
Join the Tcnawanda even if they — I wouldn't jdn it on 
abetl" 

When he had played four at five bdes, be rdazed a bit, his 
tobacco-fluttering heart beat more normally, and his vi^ 
slowed to the drairiiog of bb hundred geoeratkins of i 
waoeaton. 
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At least once a wA Mr. and Bits. Babbitt and Tioka mot 

to the movies. Their favorite motioit-picture theater was the 
Qi&teau, which hdd three thousand qiectators and had an 
(Kchestra of &f^ pieces wliich played Arrangements fnnn the 
^Mras and suites portraying a Day on the Farm, or a Foor- 
alarm Fire. In the stone rotunda, decorated with crown- 
embroidered vdvet chairs and almost medieval t^Mstries, 
panakeets sat on gUded lotos columns. 

With exclamations of "Well, by golly I" and "You got to 
go some to beat this dun^l" Babbitt admired the CMteaa. 
As he stared across the thousands of heads, a gray plain in 
the dimness, as he smelled good clothes and mild perfume 
and cbewtng-gum, he felt as when be bad first seen a moun- 
tain and realized how very, wry much earth and rock there 
was :'^ it. 

He liked three kinds of films: pretty bathing girls with bare 
legs; pdicemen or cowboys and an industrious shooting of 
revolvers; and funny fat men who ate ^laghettl. He chuckled 
with immense, moist-eyed sentimentality at interludes portnty- 
ing ptq^ies, kittens, and chubby babies; and be w^t at death- 
beds and old mothers being patient in mortgaged cottages. 
Mrs. Babbitt preferred the pictures in which handsome young 
women in elaborate frocks moved through sets ticketed as the 
drawing-rooms of New York millionaires. As for Tinka, she 
preferred, or was bdieved to prefer, whatever her parents told 
her to. 

All his relaxatbns — baseball, golf, movies, bridge, motoring 
long talks with Paul at the Athletic Qub, or at the Good Red 
Beef and Old English Chop House-^were necessary to Babbitt, 
for he was entering a year of sudi activity as he had never 
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It ma by acddent that Babbitt bad bis apportunity to 
adlccas the S. A. R. E. B. 

Tlie S. A. R. E. B., as Its members called It, mtb tbe uni- 
venal passion for mysterious and inqMrtant-souiidiiig initials, 
was tbe State Association of Real Estate Boards; the wgani- 
atioo of brewers and operat«s. It was to hold its anmul 
cMivention at Monarch, Zenith's chief rival among the dties 
of tbe state. Babbitt was an official delegate; another was 
CecO Rotutree, whom Babbitt admired fat his picaresque 
qieciilative building, and bated for his social position, for 
being present at tbe smartest dances on Royal Ridge. Roon- 
tree was rhairman of the convention program-committee. 

Babbitt had growled to him, "Makes me tired the way these 
doctors and profs and preacbera put on lup about bong *im>- 
feasiona) men.' A good realtor has to have more knowledge 
■ad finesse than any of 'em." 

"Right you arel I say: Why don't yon put that into a 
ptiptr, and give it at tlie S. A. R. E. B.?" suggested Rountree. 

"Wen, if it would bdp yon in making up the program — 
Tdl you: the way I look at it is this: First place, we ought 
to inust that folks call us 'realties' and not 'real-esUte men.' 
Sotmds more like a reglar profession. Second phic» — What 
it it distinguishes a profession from a mere trade, butiness, 
or occ^iatioo? What is it? Why, it's the public service 
and the slull, tbe trained sUIl, and the knowledge and, oh, 
an that, whereas a fdlow that merely goes out for the jack, 
he never considers the — pid)lic service and trained skill and 
ao OD. Now as a professional — " 

*llatherl Toat^ perfectly buDyl Perfectly coAing! Now 
157 
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you write it In a paper," said Roimtre^ as be rapidly j 
firmly moved away. 



However accustcnned to the literary laborft of advertisonents 
and corre^MOdence, Babbitt was dismqred on the evening 
vbea he sat down to prepare a paper which would take a 
whole ten tsinutes to read. 

He laid out a new fifteen-cent school exerdae-book on his 
wife's odlapsiUe sewing-table, set q> for the event In the 
living-room. The household had been bullied Into silence; 
Verona and Ted requested to disqqiear, and Tiiika threatened 
whh "If I hear one sound out of you— If you holler for a 
^aaa of water one single solitary time — You better not, that's 
allt" Mrs. Babbitt sat over by the piano, making a ni^t- 
gown and gazing with respect while Babbitt wrote in the 
oerdse-book, to the rhythmical ingoing and squeaking of the 
sewing-table. 

When he rose, damp and Jun^^, and his throat dus^ from 
cigarettes, she marveled, "I don't see how you can just sit 
down and make vsp things right out of your own beadl" 

"Ob, it's the training In constructive imagination that a 
fdDow gets bi modem business life." 

He had written seven pages, whseof the first page set fcctht 
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Tbe other tix pages ncn imtber like the fint. 

For a week he went ^XMit looking bqioctaiit. Evoy num. 
iD(b as he dreaaed, he thou^t sbud: "Jever stop to cotukier, 
H]na, that before a toiin can have bniMinff or pro^wri^ cT 
ai^ of those thin^, some realtor has got to sell 'on the land? 
AU dvilizatton starts with him. Jever realize that?" At tha ' 
Athletic Otib he led unwiUiiig men aside to inqoire, "Say, if 
yon had to read a paper bettm a big conventkni, would yon 
start in with the funny stwies or just kind of scatter 'em all 
through?" He ssked Howard Uttlefield for a "set of statistka 
about real-estate sales; something good and inqnessive," and 
Littlefidd provided something exceedingly good and inqiressive. 

But it was to T. CholmondelQr Frink that Babbitt most 
often turned. He caught Frink at the dub every noon, and 
donanded, while Frink looked hunted and evasive, "Say, 
Clnim— you're a shark on this writing staff — how would yon 
put this sentence, see here in my manuscript — manuscript — 
now lAere the deuce is that? — oh, yes, here. Would you say 
*We oug^t not also to alone think?' or 'We ought also not 
to think alone?' or — " 

One evening when his wife was away and he had no (me 
to mprcss. Babbitt forgot about Style, Order, and the other 
HQnteries, and scrawled oft what he really thought about the 
real-estate business and about himself, and he found the 
paper written. When he read it to his wife she yearned, 
"Vhy, dear, it's ^lendid; beautifully written, and so clear 
and interesting, and such ^loidid ideas! Why, it's just — it's 
just ^lendidl" 

Next day be cornered Chum Frink and crowed, "Wdl, dd 
son, I finished it last eveningl Just lanuned it outi I used 
to think you writing-giqn must have a hard job making up 
pieces, but Lord, it's a dndi. Pretty soft for 3rou fdlows; 
you certainly earn your nxmcy easyl Some day irimi I get 
ready to retire, guess 111 take to writing and show you btqn 
how to do it I abrays used to think I coold write bett^ 
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Btnff, tod more pmdi and wigballty, than all this staff yv» 
Bee printed, and now I'm doggone suit of iti" 

He bad four copies of the p^wt tjrped in black with m 
gvgeous red title, bad them bound in pale blue manilla, and 
afiably presented one to old Ira Runsnm, tbe managng editor 
of the Advocate-Times, «4io said yes, indeed yes, be was very 
^ad to have it, and be certainly would read it all throu^i — 
SB soon as he could find time. 

Mis. Babbitt could not go to Monardt She bad a wommV* 
dub meeting. Babbitt said that be was very sorry. 



Besides tbe five official delegates to the conventkm— Babbitt, 
Roontiee, W. A. Rogers, Alvin Thayer, and Elbert Wing- 
there were fif^ unofficial deleptes, most of them with their 
wives. 

Hiey met at the Union Station for the midiU^t train to 
Monarch. All of them, save Cecil Rountree, who was such a 
snob that he never wwe badges, displayed ceUul(nd buttons 
the size of dollars and lettered "We zoom for Zenith." The 
official ddegates were magnificent with silver and magenta 
ribbons. Martin Lumsen's little boy Willy carried a tasseled 
banner hiscribed "Zenith the Z^) City— Zeal, Zest and Zowie 
— 1,000,000 in 1935." As the delegates arrived, not in taxi- 
cabs but in tbe famity automobile driven by the oldest son 
or by Cousin Fred, they formed impronq>tu procesuons 
throng the station waiting-room. 

It was a new and enormous waiting-room, with marble 
pilasters, and frescoes depicting the e^oration of the Cbaloosa 
River Valley by F^ Emile Fautboux in 1740. The bencbca 
were shelves of ponderous mahogany; the news-stand a marble 
kiosk with a brass grill. Down the echoing ^mces of the ball 
the ddegates paraded after Willy Lumsen's banno', tbe men 
waving their dgars, the women consdous of thdr new frocfa 
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and stringi of beads, all nnging to the tune of Aold Lang 
Sjne the official Ci^ Song, written by Chum Frink: 

Good old Zenith, 

Our kin and Idtb, 
WfaercTcr wc rnxj bt, 

Hati in the ring. 

We blithely tins 
Of thy Prosperity. 

WantQ Wbltby, the broker, who had a gift of verse tcx 
banquets and birthdays, had added to Frink's City Song a 
q>edal vene for the realtors' conventitui: 

Oh, here we come. 

The fellowt from 
Zenith, the Zip Citee. 

We wish to state 

In real estate 
Tliere's none so live as we. 

Babbitt was stirred to hysteric patriotisni. He leq>ed OD 
a bench, shouting to the crowd: 

"What's the matter with Zeoitb?" 

"She's an rightl" 

"What's best ole town in the U. S. A.?" 

"Zeeeeeen-ithI" 

llie patient poor pec^e waiting for the midni^t tr^ 
■tared in unenvions wonder — Italian women with shawls, old 
weaiy men with broken shoes, roving road-wise boys in suits 
wUch had been flashy when they were new but which were 
faded now and wrinkled. 

Babbitt perceived that as an ofBdal ddepte he most be 
more dignified. With Wing and Rogers he tramped up and 
down the cement platform beside the waiting Pullmans. 
Motor-driven baggage-trucks and red-capped portos carrying 
bags ^>ed down the platform with en agreeable effect of ac- 
thri^. Arc-Iij^ts ^ed and stammered overhead. The gjoaqr 
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yellow sleq>mg<an shoiM impreasiveiy. Babbitt made hb 
voice to be measured and lordly; be thrust out his abdomen 
and rumbled, "We got to see to it that the convention leta 
the Legislature understand just where they get off in this 
matter of taxing realty transfers." Wing uttered E^jjproving 
grunts and Babbitt swelled— ^oated — 

The blind of a Pullman compartment was raised, and Bab- 
bitt looked into an unfamiliar world. The occupant of the 
compartment was Ladle McKelvey, the pret^ wife of the 
millionaire contractor. Possibly, Babbitt thrilled, she wai 
going to Europel On the seat beside her was a bunch of 
orchids and violets, and a yellow psper-botmd book whidi 
seemed foreign. While he stared, she picked iq) the booki 
then glanced out of the window as though she was bored. 
She must have looked strai^t at him, and he had met hei» 
but she gave no ugn. She languidly pulled down the blind, 
and he stood still, a cold feeling of intifpiificance in his heart. 

But on the train his pride was restored by meeting ddepitea 
from ^urta. Pioneer, and other smaller dtiea of the state, 
who listened req>ectfully when, as a magnlfico from thv 
metrqralis of Zenith, he explained politics and the value of a 
Good Sound Business Admbiistration. They fell joyfully into 
sb(q>-talk, the purest and most rapturous form of converaatitm: 

"How'd this fellow Rountree make out with this big i^art- 
ment-hotel he was going to put iq>? Wbadde do? Get out 
bonds to finance it?" asked a Sparta broker. 

"Vfea, 111 teU you," said Babbitt. "No* if I'd been 
handling it — " 

"So," Elbert Wing was droning, "I hired this sbop-window 
for a week, and put up a big sign, Toy Town for Tiny Tots,' 
and stuck in a lot of dcril houses and some dinky little trees, 
and then down at the bottom, 'Baby Likes This Dollydale, 
but Papa and Bfama Will Prefer Our Beautiful Bun^lows,* 
and 3rou know, that certaMy got folks talking, and first week 
we sold— » 
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Tbe tiuAs sang "lickety-Udc, Hckety-Udc** as the train no 
through the factoiy district Furnaces sported flame, and 
power-hammers were clanging. Red li^ts, green lie^ts, 
furious white lights nahed past, and Babtatt was important 
again, and eager. 



He ^d B voluptuous thing: he bad his clothes pressed on 
tbe train. In the morning, halt an hour before they reached 
Monarch, the porter came to his bertb and whispered, "There^ 
a drawii^-room vacant, sir. I put your suit in there." In 
tan autumn overcoat over his pajamas, Babbitt slipped down 
tbe green-curtain-lined aisle to the glory of his first private 
compartment. The porter indicated that be knew Babbitt 
was used to a man-servant; he held the ends of Babbitt's 
trousers, that the beautifully sponged garment might not be 
soiled, filled the bowl in the private washroom, and waited 
with a towel. 

To have a private washroom was luxurious. However en- 
Uvenii^ a Pullman smokmg-conqiartment was by night, even 
to Babbitt it was depressii^ in the morning, when it was 
jammed with fat men in woolea undershirts, every hook filled 
with wrinkled cottony shirts, the leather seat piled with dingy 
toilet-kits, and the air nauseating with the smell of soap and 
toothpaste. Babbitt did not' ordinarfly think much of pri- 
vacy, but now he reveled in it, reveled in his valet, and purred 
with pleasure as be gave tbe man a tip of a dollar and a 
half. 

He rather hoped that he was being noticed as, In his newly 
pressed dothes, with the adoring porter carrying bis suitrcaie, 
he disembarked at Monarch. 

He was to share a room at tbe Hotd Sedgwick with W. A. 
Rogers, tliat shrewd, rustic-looking Zenith dealer in farm-lands. 
TofKtber they had a noble hnakiaat, with wafflca. aM mOea 
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not in exiguous cups but in large pots. Babbitt grew expan- 
sive, and told Refers about tlie art of writing; he gave a bdt 
boy a quarter to fetch a morning newqtaper from the lobtqr, 
and salt to Tinka a post-card: "Papa wishes you were htK. 
to bat round with him." 



The meetings of the conveDtion were hdd in the ballroom 
of the Allen Ifouse. In an anteroom was the oEBce of the 
f)ia'""a" of the executive committee. He was the busiest man 

in the convention; he was so busy that he got nothing done 
whatever. He sat at a marquetry table, in a room littered 
with cnuiq)led paper and, all day long, town-boosters and 
lobbyists and orators who wished to lead debates came and 
wiiiq}ered to him, whereupon he looked vague, and said rap- 
idly, "Yes, yes, that's a fine idea; well do that," and instantlsr 
forgot all about it, lighted a cigar and forgot that too, whUe 
the telephone rang mercilessly and about him men hq>t be- 
seeching, "Say, Mr. Chairman — say, Mr. Chairmanl" without 
penetrating his exhausted hearing. 

In the exhibit-room were plans of the new suburbs of ^>arta, 
pictures of the new state capitol, at Galt^ de Vache, and 
large ears of com with the label, "Nature's Gold, from Shdby 
County, the Garden Spot of God's Own Country." 

The real convention con^ted of men muttering in hotel 
bedrooms or in groups amid the badge-spotted crowd in the 
faotel-lobby, but there was a show of public meeting. 

The first of them opened with a welcome by the mayor 
of Monarch. The pastor of the First Christian Church of 
Monarch, a large man with a long damp frontal lod:, in- 
formed God that the real-estate men -were here now. 

The venerable Minnemagantic realtor. Major Carlton Tvki, 
read a paper in which he denounced co(^>er8tive stores. Wil- 
liam A. larkin of Eurdu gave a cooforting prognosb f4 
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"Hie Fro^Mcti for Increased CrastructioD," and reminded 
tbeni that plate-glaaa prices were two points lower. 

Tbt convention was on. 

The dde^tes were oitartained, incessantly and firmly. The 
Mooarch Chamber of Commerce gave them a banquet, and 
the BlanuAicturers' Asaoclttion an afternoon reception, at 
which a chrysanthemom was presented to each of the ladieSy 
and to each of the men a leather biD-fold inscribed "From 
Monarch the Mi^^ Motor Mart" 

Mrs. Crosby Knowlton, wife of the mannfactnro' of Fleet* 
wing Automobiles, opened her cele{»ated Italian garden and 
served tea. Six hundred real-estate men and wives ambled 
down the autumnal paths. Perhaps three hundred of them 
were quietly incon^icuous; perhaps three hundred vigorously 
exclaimed, "This is pretty slick, eh?" suir^titiously picked the 
late asters and concealed them in thnr pockets, and tried to 
^t near enough to Mrs. Knowlton to shake her lovely hand. 
Wilhoat request, the Zenith dele^tes (except Rountree) gath- 
ered round a marble dancing nyn^ and sang "Here we come, 
the fdlows from Zenith, the Zip Citee." 

It chanced that all the delegates from IHoneer belonged to 
the Benevtrient and Protective Order of Elks, and they pro- 
duced an enwmous banner lettered: "B. P. O. E. — Best Peo* 
pie on Earth — Boost Pioneer, Oh Eddie." Nor was Galop 
de Vache, the state capital, to be slighted. The leader of the 
Galop de Vache ddegation was a large, reddish, roundish man, 
but active. He took off hii coat, hurled his Inroad black felt 
hat on the ground, rolled vp his sleeves, climbed upon the sun- 
dial, spat, and bellowed: 

"Well tdl the world, and the good lady who's giving the 
show this afternoon, that the bonniest burg in this man's state 
b Galop de Vache. You boys can talk about yoor np, but 
Jns* lenime murmur that old Galop has the largest proportion 
of home-owning citizens in the state; and when folks own their 
homes, Ui^ aint starting labor-troubles, and they're raising 
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kids instead of nbing belli Galop de Vaebtl Hk towa 
for homey folkal The town that eiUs 'em alive tdi, BokdI 
Well— teU— thfr-^worldl " 

The guests drove oS; the garden shivered into quiet. But 
Mrs. Crosby Koowlton sighed as she lo(Aed at a marUe seat 
warm from five hundred summers of Amalfi. On the face of 
a winged ^hlnx irtuch siqiported it some one had drawn a 
mustache in lead-pencfl. Crumpled paper wapUn* were 
dumped among the Michaelmas daisies. On the walk, like 
shredded lovdy flesh, were the petals of the last pliant rose. 
Cigarette stubs floated in the gtddfish pool, trailing an evil 
stain as they swelled and disintegrated, and beneath the marble 
seat, the fragments carefully put blether, was a smashed 
teact^. 



As he rode back to the hotel Babbitt reflected, '*&fyia wooUi 
have enjoyed all this social agony." For himself he cared le« 
for the garden party than for the motor tours irtiidi the 
Monarch Chambo of CommCTce had arranged. Indefatigablj' 
he viewed water-reservoirs, suburban trolls-stations, and tan* 
neries. He devoured the statistics which were given to him, 
and marveled to his roommate, W. A. Rogos, "Of course this 
town isnt a patch on Zenith; it hasnt got our outlook and 
natural resources; but did you know — ^I nev* did till to-day 
— that th^ manufactured seven hundred and uzty-tliree mil- 
lion feet of lumber last year? What d' you think of thatl" 

He was nervous as the tune for reading his paper ap- 
proached. When he stood on the low platform before the 
convention, he trembled and saw only a purple haze. But he 
was in earnest, and when be bad fimshed the formal paper 
be talked to them, his hands in his pockets, his spectaded 
face a flashing disk, like a plate set op on edge in the lanq>- 
b^t. They shouted "That's the atoffl" and in the discus 
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Bon afterward tbey refened with impressivneBS to "our 
friend and brother, Mr. George F. Babbitt." He bad io fifteen 
minutes changed from a minor del^ate to a pers(»age almost 
as well known as that diplomat of business, Cecil Rountree. 
After the meeting, delegates from all over the state said, 
"Hower you. Brother Babbitt?" Sixteen complete strangers 
called him "George," and three men took him into comers 
to omfide, "Mighty glad you had the course to stand iq> 
and give the Profession a real boost Now I've always main- 
tained — " 

Next uKvning, with tremendous casualness, Babbitt asked 
the girl at the hotel news-stand for the newqiapers from 
Zenith. There was nothing in the Ptest, but in the Advocate- 
Times, (m the third page — ■ He gasped. They had printed 
his picture and a half-column account. The heading was 
"Sensation at Annual Landsmen's Convention. G. F. Babbitt, 
Prominent Ziptown Realtor, Keynoter in Fine Address." 

He murmured reverently, "I guess some of the folks on 
Floral Heights will sit up and take notice now, and pay a 
little attentwn to old Georgier' 



It was the last meeting. The dekgattona were presmting 
the claims of their several cities to the next year's convention. 
Orators were announcing that "Galop de Vache, the Capital 
City, the site of Kremer College and of the Upholtz Knitting 
Works, is the recognized center of culture and high-class enter- 
prise;" and that "Hamburg, the Big Little City with tbb 
Lt^cal Location, where every man is (^>en-handed and every 
woman a heaven-bom hostess, throws wide to you her hoa- 
[ritsble gates." 

In the midst of these more diffident invitations, the golden 
doon of the baUroom opened with a blatting of trumpets, and 
a circus parade rolled in. It was comp(ffled of the Zenith 
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brokers, dressed u cowpunchns, bard)ack ridecs, Japanese 
juggJNS. At the head was big Wairea Whitby, in die bear- 
skin and gold-and-crimaon coat of a drum-major. Bdiind 
him, as a down, beating a bass drum, eztiaordinarily 'bappf 
and noisy, was Babbitt. 

Warren Whitby Ie^>ed on the platform, nude meny play 
with his baton, and observed, "Boyses and ^Isea, the time 
has came to get down to cases, A dyed-in-the-wool Zenithite 
sure loves his neighbors, but we've made up our minds to grab 
this convention off our nei^bw burgs like we've grabbed the 
coodensed-jnilk business and the pq>er-boz business and — " 

J. Harry Barmhill, the convention rhairmnn^ hinted, "We'!;e 
grateful to you, Mr. Uh, but you must gjve the other boys a 
chance to hand in their bids now." 

A fog-bom voice blared, "In Eureka weV promiae Int 
motor rides through the prettiest country — " 

Running down the aisle, Huppin g his hands, a lean bald 
yoong man cried, "I'm from Spartal Onr Chamber of CtHxt- 
merce has wired me they've set aside dght thousand dollars, 
In real money, for the entertainment of the convention! " 

A clerical-looking man rose to clamor, "Mtm^ talks I Ifove 
we accqit the bid from Sparta 1" 

It was accepted. 



The Committee on Resolutions was rqMrting. They said 
that Whereas Almi^ty God in his beneficent mercy had seen 
fit to remove to a ^here of higher usefulness some thirty-six 
realtors of the state the past year, Therefore it was the senti- 
ment of this convention assembled that they were sony God 
had done it, and the secretary should be, and hereby was, 
Instructed to spread these resolutions on the minutes, and tb 
CWsole the bereaved families by sending them each a copy. 

A second resolution authorized the presidtmt of tlw 
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SARJBJ. to q>Qid fifteen thousand dollais in lobbying Ust 
sane tax measures in the State Legislature. This resolution 
had a good deal to say about Menaces tO' Sound Business and 
dealing the Wheels of Ingress from ill-advised and short- 
tinted obstacles. 

The Canmittee on Committees reported, snd with startled 
awe Babbitt learned that he had been appointed a member 
of the CoDuoittee on Torrens Titles. 

He rejoiced, "I said it was going to be 8 great year 1 Georgie, 
old son, yoo got big things ahead of you I You're a natural- 
bom orator and a good mixer and-~ Zowiel" 



There was no formal entertainment provided for the last 
evening. Babbitt had planned to go home, but that after- 
noon the Jered Sassburgers of Pioneer suggested that Babbitt 
■nd W. A. Rogers have tea with them at the Catalpa Inn. 

Teas were not unknown to Babbitt — his wife and ht 
earnestly attended them at least twice a year — but they were 
sufficiently exotic to make him feel important. He sat at a 
l^ass-covcred table in the Art Room of the Inn, with its 
painted rabbits, mottoes lettered on birch bark, and waitresses 
being vtistic in Dutch caps; he ate insufficient lettuce sand^ 
wiches, and was lively and naughty with Mrs. Sassburger, who 
was as smooth and large-eyed as a doak-model. Sassburger 
and he had met tfro days before, so they were calling each 
other "Ceorfft" and "Sassy." 

Sassburger said prayerfully, "Say, boys, before you go, 
seeing this is the last chance, I've got it, iqi in my room, and 
Mtriana here is the best little mixolc^t in the Stati Unidos, 
like us Italians say." 

With wide flowing gestures. Babbitt and Rogers followed 
the Sassburgers to their room. Mrs. Sassburger shrieked, 
"Oh, bow terriblel" whoi she saw that she had left a chemist 
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of sheer lavenda cr^ w the bed. She tucked k into a big, 
■wbSic Babbitt giggled, "Don't mind ns; we're a cotqde o' 
little diwilsl" 

Sassburger telephoned for ice, and the bell-bc^ who broo^t 
it said, prosaically and uiquoc^ted, "Highball glasses or cock- 
tail?" Miriam Sassburger mixed the cocktails in one of those 
dismal, nakedly white water-pitchns which exist only in botds. 
When they had finished the first round she proved by iutonhig 
"Think you b<^ could stand another — ^you got a dividend 
coming" that, thou^ she was hut a woman, she knew the 
conqilete and perfect rite of (»cktail-drinking. 

Outside, Babbitt hinted to Rogna, "Say, W. A., old rooster, 
It comes over me that I could stand It if we didn't go back 
to the lovio' wives, this handsome Abend, but just Idnd of 
stayed in Monardi and threw a party, bdi?" 

"George, you speak with the tongue of wisdom and sagashi- 
terifoousDCss. El Wing's wife has gone on to Pittsburg. 
Let's see if we can't gather him in." 

At half-past seven they sat is their room, with Eibert Wing 
and two tq>-state delegates. Thdr coats were ofi, their vests 
<4>en, their faces red, thdr voices eo^ihatic. They were finish- 
ing a bottle of corrosive bootlegged whisky and hiq)Ioring the 
bell>boy, "Say, son, can you get us some more of this em- 
balming fluid?" Vbey were smoking large cigars and dn^jping 
ashes and stubs on the carpet. With windy guffaws they wae 
telling stories. They were, in fact, males in a happy state 
of nature. 

Babbitt si^ed, "I don't know how it strikes you helUons, 
but pencmally I like this busting loose for a change, and kick- 
ing over a couple of mountains and climbing up on the NtMrth 
Pole and waving the aurora borealis around." 

The man from ^rta, a grave, intense youngster, babbled, 
"Sayl I guess I'm as good a husband as the run of the mill, 
but God, I do get so tired of going home every evening, and 
nothing to see but the movies. That's vrtiy I go out and driD 
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w^ Ae Natioul Gwrd. I gnen I got Ae tuaat Httle vUb 
in my burg, but — Sayl Enow -wbat I vanted to do as a 
kid? Know what I itaated to do? Wanted to be a big 
dwmiat. Tha's wbat I wanted to do. Bat Dad daaed mi 
eat oa the road adling kitdumnre, aad hat I'm aetdcd 
down— aettled for Ufe—ntA a chancel Oh, iriio the dev3 
started this tvaeni talk? How 'boat 'bother III d:ink? *Aad 
a-noth-cr drink wooUn' do ^ "i^ bamnmnmmmm.* " 

"Yea. Cut the aob«tnff," said W. A. Rogcts geniaBy. 
Vloa bogra know I'm the village aatgstet? Come oo aow — 



Said the old Obadiih to tbe young Obwiisl^ 
1 am dry, Otadiih, I km dry.' 
Sud the yottng Obadiah to the old Otwdkh, 
•So am I, Obadiah. k am V" 



TI19 bad duiner In the Moorish GrtUroom of the Hotci 
Sedgfrick. Somewhere, somehow, thqr seemed to have gath- 
ered in two other comrades: a manufacturer of fly-{>^)er and 
a dentist. They all drank whisky from tea-cups, and thqr 
"Were hmnorons, and never listened to one another, except when 
W. A. Rogers "kidded" the Italian waiter. 

"Say, Goosqipyr" ^* *^ innoceatly, "I want a coi^le o* 
fried ekphants' ears." 

"Sorry, wr, we havent any." 

"Huh? No elephants' can? What do you know about 
that I" Rogers turned to Babbitt. "Pedro says the dephants' 
cars are all oull" 

"WeQ, 111 be switchedl" said the man from Sparta, with 
difficulty hiding his laughter. 

"Wed, in that case, Carlo, Just bring me a hunk o* steak 
and a couple o' busbds 0' f^esch fried potatoes and some 
peas," Rogers went on. "I siq^iose back in dear old suDBy 
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It' &e EsretsliuH get tbeir fresh garden peas oat of the cul" 

"No, «lr, we have very nice peu in Italy." 

"Is that a fact I Georgie, do you hear that? They get their 
fresh garden peas out of the garden, in Italyl By golly, yon 
live and learn, don't you, Antonio, you certainly do live and 
learn, if yon live long axnigh and keep your strength. All 
right, Garibaldi, just sboot me in that steak, with about two 
printers'-reams of French fried qiuds on the promenade deck, 
comprtkenO'Vtms, Michelovitch Angeloni?" 

Afterward Elbert Wing admired, "Gee, jrou certainly did 
have that poor Dago going, W. A. He couldn't make you 
out at alll" 

In the Monarch Herald, Babbitt found an advtttisefnent 
irtiich be read aloud, to t^jplause and lau^ter: 

Old Colony Theatre 

Shake the Old Dog> to the 

WROLUCKING WRENS 

The bonniest bevy of beauteous 

bathing babes in burlesque. 

Pete Menutti and his 

Oh, Gee, Kids. 

This is the straight tteer, Benny, the painless diddett 
of the WroUictdng Wrens are the cuddlingcst bunch 
that ever hit towa Steer the feet, get the card board, 
and twist the puirils to the PDQest show ever. You 
will get iii?b on your lole in this fun-feiL The 
Calroza Sisters are sure some looker* and will give 
yon a run for your gelt Jock Silbersteen is one of 
the pepper lads and slips you a dose of real laughter. 
Shoot the up and down to Jackson and West for grace- 
ful tappers. They run i-a under the wire. Prorin and 
Adams will blow the blues in their laugh ikit "Hootch 
MonI" Something doing, boys. Listen to what tho 
Hep Bird twitters. 

"Sounds like a Juicy show to me. Let^ all take it in," a^a 
Babbitt. 
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But tbejr pot off dtparture u long as they could. Tbey 
wen safe wbOe Uuy sat here, 1^ firmly craased under the 
tmble, bat Utty felt unsteady; tb^ were afraid of navigating 
the loiag and slippery floor of the grillroom under the eyes of 
the other guests and the too-attentive waiters. 

When they did venture, tables got in their way, and they 
aoo^t to cover embarrassment by heavy jocular!^ at the coat- 
room. As the ^1 handed out their hats, they smiled at her, 
and hoped that she, a cool and e^iert judge, would fed that 
they woe gentlemen. They croaked at one another, "Who 
owns the bum lid?" and "You take a good tme, George; 111 
take lAat's left," and to the check-gjrl they stammoed, "Bet- 
ter come along, sister 1 High, wide, and fawy evening aheadl" 
AD of them tried to tip her, urging one another, "Nol Waltl v^ 
Here! I got it rif^t herel" Among them^ thqr gave her 
three dollars. ^^^^ ^^ (, ,-7 '/ 



Flamhqyaatly smoking dgats they sat in s box at the bat- 
ksqoe show, their feet up on the rail, while a chorus of twenty 
flaabed, worried, and inextinguishably respectable grandams 
swung their 1^ in the mace elementary chorus-evolutions, 
and ft Jeirish comedian made vidous fun of Jews. In the 
entr'actes they met other lone delegates. A dozen of them 
went in tazicabs out to Bri^t Blossom Inn, where the blos- 
Boms were made of dusQr paper festooned along a room low 
and stinking, like a cow-stable no longer wisely used. 

Here, whisky was served openly, in glasses. Two or three 
derks, who 00 pay-day longed to be taken for milliMiaires, 
sheepishly danced with tdephone-j^rls and manicure-girls io 
the narrow space between the tables. Fantastically whirled 
the [wofessionals, a young man In sled evening-dothes and a 
dim mad girl in emerald silk, with amber hair flung up as 
Jaggedly as flamesl Babbitt tried to dance with her. Bi. 
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AoEBed ■kiig the floor, too bidky to be gsided, Ui ittp* 
A wgditfd to the rhythm of the )im^ nraric, and hi Ui iM^ 

* ty*' n SBrins he would b«ve fiUea, had ibe aot bdd him with sipplo 

• ' - A Uodly strength. He was bUnd mad deaf bvm prQhfl)hio»«m 
\ '^ akdkd; he could not see the tables, the facet. Bat he *■ 

overwbdmed by the girl and her young pUsnt wsmth. 

When she had firmly rctoroed Ura to his poop, ho rcae»- 
bcRd, by a connection ouite w«H a ffi*^*^ i that hts mother^ 
mother had been Scotdi. and with head thrown badi, tfm 
dosed, wide romith InUcating ecstssy, ha saa^ ve^r sloirfy 
and ricUy, **Loch Lomond." 

But that was the bst ^ his mdlowocsa and JoOy coav«afa» 
aUp. The man from Sparta said he was a "bum dager," aad 
lor ten mbiates Babbitt qoarrckd with hbn, In a lood, ai- 
•teady, hendc Indignatian. Iliey called for driaks tiB the 
manager insisted that the place wu dosed. AB the iriifle 
Babbitt fdt a hot raw derire for more brutal a mn semc n ti. 
When W. A. Rogers drairied, "What say we go down the Bae 
and look over the ^Is?" be agreed savagdy. Before they 
went, three of then secretly made ^ipointments with the pro- 
(esskmd dandng girl, who agreed "Yes, yes, tore, darling" to 
evetythiBg thqr said, aad amiably forgot them. 

As they drove bad throu^ the outAirts of Monardi, dona 
streets ui small brown wooden cottages <rf workmea, chatao- 
tcrhss ss oelb, as tbey rattled acrom war^oae dis t ricts wbkk 
by droAen night seemed vast and perilous, as they wera boraa 
toward the red li^ts sod violent sotomatic pianoa and the 
stocky women iriio shapered, Babbitt was tri^itencd. Ba 
wsnted to leap frvm the taxicab, hot all his body was a murky 
fire, and be groaned, "Too late to qidt now," and knew dM 
he did not want to quit. 

There wu, tbey felt, one very humorous incident on At 
way. A broker from Minnemagantic said, "Monardi is a hit 
^Mirtier than Zenith. You Zenith tightwads haven't get aay 
Unts like these here." Babbitt taged, "T^l^ a dirty Hal 
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Saothin* yon can't find in Zenith. Bdieve tn^ we got more 
botses and hootdtparlois an' all kinds 0' divts than any burg 
in the state." 

He realized they were bustling at him; he deured to fi^t; 
and forgot it in snch mus^ unsatisfying e^qxriments as he 
had not known since cdlege. 

1b Oe mcrniag, iriien.be retnrscd to Zenith, his desire for 
ididlian was paitiy satisfied. He had retrograded to a sbame- 
bced contentmenL He was irritable. He did not smile when 
W. A. Rogen conqilained, "Ow, iriiat a headi I certainly do 
fed like the wratb of God this morning. Sayl I know what 
was tbe troablel SarndKidy went and put alcohol in my 
booae but ni^t." 

Babbitt's excnrskm was never known to his ftaSly, nor to 
nay one in Zenith save Rogen and Wing. It was not offidalfy 
recognized even by himself. It it bad aqy coase q u cncwt , thcgr 
have not been diacovered. 
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This intunm a Mr. W. G. Harding, of Marion, Oiao, ma 
appointed Prealdent of the United States, but Zenitli mi leas 
interested in the national campaign than In the local dectitm. 
Seneca Doane, thou^ he was a lawyer and a graduate of the 
State Univera^, was candidate for mayor of Zenith on an 
ulTming labor ticket. To uppOK him the Democrats and 
Republicans united on Lucas Frout, a mattress-manufacturer 
viUi a perfect record for sanity. Mr. Prout was supported by 
the banks, the Oiamber of Commerce, all the decent news- 
pspea, and George F. Babbitt. 

' Babbitt was prednct-leader on Floral Heif^ta, but his dis- 
trict was safe and he Icwged for stouter battling. His conven- 
tion paper had given him the beginning of a reputation for 
oratory, so the Republican-Demooatic Central Committee 
sent him to the Seventh Ward and South Zenith, to address 
small audiences of workmen and clerks, -and wives uneasy 
with their new votes. He acquired a fame enduring for wedu. 
Now and then a reporter was present at one of his meeting, 
and the headlines (tboush they were not very large) indicated 
that George F. Babbitt had addressed Cheering Throng, and 
Distingiusbed Man of Afbirs bad pointed out the Fallacies of * 
Doane, Once, in the rotogravure section of the Sunday 
Advocate-Tima, there was « photograph of Babbitt ai}d a 
dozen other business men, with the caption "Leaders of Zenith 
finance and Commerce Who Back Frout." 

He deserved his glory. He was -an ezcdlent autq)aigner. 

He had faith; he was certain that if Lincoln were alive, he 

would be electioneering for Mr. W. G. TTarritng — unless be 

176 



D.n.iized by Google 



BABBITT 177 

came to Zenith and electioneered for Lucas Pnmt. He did not 
confose audiences by silly subtleties; Prout represented honest I 
Industiy, Seneca Doane represoited whining laanesa, and you 
could take your chtuce. With bis broad sbouiden and vigwous 
vuce, he was obviously a Good Fellow; and, rarest of all, he 
really liked people. He almost liked common wcvkmen. He 
wanted them to be well paid, and able to afford high rents — 
though, naturally, they must not interfere with the reasonable 
profits of stockholders. Thus nobly endowed, and keyed hi^ 
by the discovery that he was a natural orator, he was papular 
with audiences, and he raged through the campaign, renowned 
not only in the Seventh and Ei^th Wards but even in parts 
of the Sixteenth. 



Crowded in his car, they came driving vp to Tumverein 
Han, South Zemtb— Babbitt, his wife, Verona, Ted, and Paul 
and ZiDa Riesling. The hall was over a delicatessen shop, in 
a street banging with trolleys and smelling of imions and 
gasoline and fried fish. A new ^)preclation of Babbitt filled 
all of them, including Babbitt. 

"Dra't know how you keep it vp, talking to tibree bunches 
in one evening. Wish I had your strength," said Paul; and 
Ted exclaimed to Verona, "The old man certainly docs know 
how to kid these rou^mecks alongl" 

Men in black sateen shirts, their faces new-washed but with 
a hint of grime under their eyes, were k>itering on the broad 
stairs up to the hall. Babbitt's par^ politdy edged throu^ 
them and into the whitewashed room, at the front of which 
was a dais with a red-plush throne and a pine altar painted 
watery blue, as used nightly Igr the Grand Masters and Su- 
preme Potentates of innumerable lodges. The hall was full. 
As Babbitt pushed thiou^ the fringe standhig at the back, 
ue Jbcud the precious tribotev "That^ bimi" The ( 



D.n.iized by Google 



178 BABBITT 

busUad down the center aisle irittt an inqicesilYe, "TV speaker? 
AH ready, sirl Uli— let's se^-iriiat ms the name, sir?" 

Then Babbitt slid into a sea of eloquence: 

"Ladies and gentleaien of the Sixteenth Waid, there it ooa 
lAo cannot be 'with us here to-ni|^t, a man than ■mbam there 
ia no more italwart Trojan in all the political arena — ^I rder 
to oar leader, the Honorable Lucaj Front, staadard-lKarer of 
the dty aad county of Zenith. Since be is not here, I trost 
that yon will bear with me If , as a friend and nei^bw, as 
one who is prood to sLare with yon the common bleating 
of being a resident of the great d^ of Zenith, I tell yon in 
all candor, honesty, and sincerity bow the issues of this critical 
canqiaign appear to one plain man of business — to one wfao» 
brought up to the blessings of poverty and of manual labor, 
has, even when Fate condemoed him to sit at a desk, 3ret 
never forgotten how it feels, by heck, to be up at five-thirty 
and at the factory with the ide dimier-^iai] In his hardened 
mitt irtien the whistle blew at seven, unless the owner neaked 
in ten minutes on us and blew It earlyl (Lau^ter.) To 
come down to the basic and fundamental issues of tliis can^ 
paign, the great error, insincerely promulpted by Seneca 
Doane — " 

There were workmen who Jeend— young cynical woi^men. 
for the most part foreigners, Jews, Swedes, Iriahmca, Italians 
--but the older moi, the patient, bleached, stooped carpenters 
and mechanics, chened him; and when be worked <^ to his 
anecdote of Lincohi thdr eyes were wet. 

ModesUy, bu^y, he hnried out of the hall tm delicioas 
applause, and spol off to his third audience of the evening. 
Ted, you better drive," be said. "Kind of all fat after that 
tpM. Wdl, Paul, faow'd It go? Did I get 'em?" 

"Bollyl CoridngI You bad a lot of pep." 

His. Babbitt worshiped, "Oh, it was finel So dear and 
interesting, and swh idoe ideaa. When I hear you orating I 
icaliae I dont q^ireclale bow profoundly you think Ud whnf 
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ft spkndid bnin aad voc^ialaiy yon have. JiM— qjlefMUd." 
But Vcmna was itrhadng. "Dad," she worried, "bow dii 
you know that pnblic tmaealap of utilities lad so on and m 
fivth will alw^ra be a failure?" 

Mrs. Babbitt reproved, "Rooe, I should think you could see 
and realize that wfam your father^ all worn out with oratiiig, 
it*s no time to eq>ect him to e^>lain these complicated sii>- 
jects. I'm sure when he^ rested bell be glad to explain it to 
yoo. Now let's all be quiet and give Papa a diance to get 
nady for his neit ^>eech. Just think! Rigbt now tbey'ie 
gathering in Maccabee Tenq>le, and wotttaf for ibI" 



Ifr. Lucas Prout and Sound BusinesB defeated Mr. Seneca 
Doane and Class Rule, and Zenith was again saved. Babbitt 
was <^cred several minor appointments to distribute among 
poor relations, but be preferred advance information about the 
eztBision of paved hi^nrays, and thb a grateful administration 
gave to lum. Also, he was one of only nineteen speakers «t 
the dinner with irtilch the OianAer of Commerce cdebrated 
the victory of ri^teoosness. 

His reputation tot oratory established, at the dinner of the 
Zenitb Real Estate Board he made the Annual Address. The 
Advocate-Times reported this ^)eedi with unvBual fullness: 

**One of the livest banquets that has recently been pulled 
off occorred last night In the annual Get-Together Pest of 
(he Zenith Real Estate Board, held in the Venetian Ball Room 
of the OHeam House. Mine host Gil O'Heam bad as usual 
done himself proud and those assembled feasted on such an 
assemblage of plates as could be rivaled novrftere west of New 
York, if there, and washed down the plenteous feed with the 
cup which inspired but did not Inetwiate In the shape of dder 
frmn the farm 01 ChandlcT Mott, president of the board and 
jriio acted as wittv and efBcient chairman. 
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"As Mr. Mott vaa suffering from slt^t mfectitHi and «»• 
throat, G. F. Babbitt made the princqial talk. Beudea out- 
lining the progress of Torrensing real estate titles, Mr. BabUtt 
tpAt in part as follows: 

" 'In rising to address yon, with my in^Mtni^tu tpcesh care- 
taOy tucked into vay vest pocket, I am reminded of the story 
of the two Irishmen, Mike and Pat, who were riding on the 
PoUman. Both of them, I forgot to say, woe sailors in the 
Navy. It seems Mike had the lower berth and by and by he 
heard a terrible racket from the iq^wr, and when be ydkd up 
to find out what the trouble was, Fat answered, "Sbure an' 
bedad an' how can I ever get a night's sleep at all, at all? I 
been trying to get into this darned little hammodt ever ^atx 
dgbt beUsI" 

" 'Now, gentlemen, standing tqi here before you, I fed a good 
deal like Fat, and maybe afto: I've ^ieled along for a while, 
I may fed so dam small that 111 be able to crawl into a Pull- 
man hammock with no trouble at all, at all! 

" 'Gentlemen, it strikes me that each year at this annual 
occanoD when friend and foe get together and lay down the 
battle-ax and let the waves of good-fellowshq) waft th«n up 
the flowery slopes of amity, it behooves us, standing together 
(ye to eye and shoulder to shoulder as fellow-citizens of the 
best dty in the world, to consider where we are both as re- 
gards ourselves and the common weal. 

" 'It is true that even with our 361,000, or practically 363- 
000, population, there are, by the last census, almost a score 
of larger cities in the United States. But, gentlemen, if by 
the next census we do not stand at least tenth, then 111 be the 
first to rrquest any knocker to remove my shirt and to eat the 
same, with the coDq>liments of G. F. Babbitt, Esquirel It may 
be true that New York, Chicago, and Fhiladelphia will continue 
to keep ahead of us in size. But aside from these three dUes, 
idiich are notoriously so overgrown that no decent white man. 
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iKifaa4y iriio loves Us vU e and kiddiei and God's good ont-o*- 
doors iDd likes to shake the hand of his ndghbor in greeting 
woold mut to live in tbem — and let me tell you ri^t here and 
BOW, I wnildnt trade a hi^t-class Zenith acreage development 
for the whole length and breadth of Broadway or State Streetl 
— aside from these thre^ it's evident to any one with a head 
{or facts that Zenith is the finest ezaofde of American Ufa { 
and prospeci^ to be f omtd anywhere. 

" *! dmi't mean to say we're perfect. WeVe got a bt to 
do in the way of extending the paving of motor bonlevards, for, 
bdieve me, it's the fdlow with fonr to ten thousand a year, 
say, and an automobile and a nice little family in a bun^ow 
cm the edge of town, that makes the irtieds of [»ogress go 
roandl 

" 'That's the type of fellow that's ruling America to-day; 
in bet, it's the ideal type to which the entire world must 
tend, if there^ to be a decent, well-balanced. Christian, go- 
ahead future for this little old planetl Once in a while I Just 
■ntnrally sit back and size up this Solid American Citizen, 
'ttith a lAale of a lot of satisfaction. 

" 'Onr Ideal Citizen — I picture him first and foremost as I 
being busier than a bird-dog, not wasting a lot of good time in | 
dqr-dreaming or going to sassiety teas or kicking about things I 
that are none of his business, but putting the zip into some store 1 
or pnia^an or art. At night he li^ts up a good cigar, and 
' climbs into the little old 'bus, and maybe cusses the carburetor, 
and shoots out home. He mows tibe lawn, or sneaks in some 
practice putting, and then he's ready for dinner. After dinner 
be tdls the kiddies a story, or takes the family to the movies, 
or plays a few fists of bridge, or reads the evening paper, and 
a chapter or two of some good lively Western novel if he has 
a taste for litaiture, and maybe the folks next-door drop in 
and they sit and visit about their friends and the topics of the 
day. Then he goes haf^ily to bed, his conscience clear, having 1 
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I cootrfimted Us mite to the prapoity of the dty and to hb 

\ own bank-4ccounL 

" 'In politics and religioa this Sane Cititen is the canniest 
nun on cartb; and in the arts he invariably has a natunl 
Usto which makes bim pick oat the best, eveiy time. In 
m country in the world will yoa find so many rcproductioas 
ti the Old Masters and of well-known paintings on parlor 
walls as in these United States. No country has anything like 
our number of phonogn^bs, with not only dance records and 
comic bat also the best operas, such as Verdi, rendered by the 
worid's hi^iest-paid singen. 

" 'la other countries, art and literature are Irft to a lot (tf 
ababby boms living hi attics and feeding on booae and spa.' 
^tti, but in America the suoxssful writer cff pictore^jainter 
is indistinguishable from aiqr other decent business man; and 
I, for one, am only too glad that the man who has the rare 
akUl to season his message with interesting reading matter and 
who shows both purpose and pep In handling bn literary warn 
has a diance to drag down his fifty thousand bucks a year, to 
mingle with the biggest executives aa terms of perfect eqnali^, 
and to ahow as big a house and as swell a car as any Captain 
of Industry) But, mhid yoa, it's the q^eciation (rf the Reg* 
olar Gqy who I have been depicting irtuch has made this pos- 
ifltle, and you got to band as much credit to bun as to the 
■nthois themsdves. 

" 'Finally, but most in^x>rtant, our Standardised Gtixen^ 
even if he is a bochdor, is a lover of the Little Ones, a siq)- 
porter of the hearthstone vriitdi is the basic foundation of our 
civilization, first, last, and all the time, and the *hiwg that 
most distinguishes us from the decayed natitna of Europe. 

" 'I have never yet toured Europe — snd as a matta of tact, 
I don't know that I care to such an awful lot, as Itmg as there's 
enr own mi^ty dties and mountains to be seen — bat, the my 
I figure it out, there must be a good mai^ of our own sort 
'd fdks abroad. Indeed, one of the Dxwt enthusiastic Rotarians 
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I evtr met boosted the tcoets of <xie-'lniiidRd-per>cait pep im « 
boir that smacked o' boimy Scntlond and all ye boniiy braes o' 
Bobby Buns. But same time, one tbiog that dntiiiguiafaes ui 
from our good brotbera, tbe htatlera over there, is that th^te 
wiOiiig to take a lot (^ the snobs and Jounialists and politi- 
daaa, while the modem American boiinen man knows how to 
talk ri^t up for himsdf, knows bow to make it good and 
plenty clear that he intends to run the works. He doen^ 
have to call in some hi^Jibrow hired-man when it's necessary 
for him to answer the crooked critics of the sane and effideot 
life. He's not dumb, like the old-fashioned merchant. He^ 
got a vocabulary and a pnndi. 

" *With bH modesty, I want to stand up her« as a repre- 
sentative business man and gently whisper, "Here's o« kind . 
of folksl Here's the q>ecifications of the Standardised Ameri- ' 
can Otixeo I tiered the new generation of Americans : f dlom 
with hair ni tfieir chests and smQes in tbeir eyes and adding 
madiiiKS in their offices. We're not doing any boaiting, but 
we like ourselves fiist-rate, and if yon dont like us, knk out — 
bettar get nnder cover before the c^done hits townl" 

" 'Sol In my clumsy way I have tried to sketch the Real 
Be-man, the feDow with Zip and Bang. And It's because 
Zenith has so large a proportion of sudi men that it^ the most 
stable, the greatest of our cities. New York also has its 
thousands of Real Fdks, but New York is cursed with unnum- 
bered foreigners. So are Chicago and San Fiancisco. (Xi, 
we have a golden roster of dties— Detroit and Clevdand with 
their renowned factmies, CindmiBti with its great machine- 
tool and KMp products, Pittsburg and Binningbsm with their 
sted, Kansas City and Minneapdis and Omaha that open their 
boimtifnl gates on the bosom of the ocean-like wheatluds, and 
countless other magniflcent sister-dties, for, by the last ceosns, 
there were no less than sizty-e(^t glorious American burp 
with a population of over one hundred thousandl And all 
these cities stand U>gether for power and purity, and ai^inst 
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I ibrdgD ideas and aMnmaniam — Atlanta with Hartford, Rodies- 
ter with Denver, MOwaufcee with Indianapolis, Los Angfief. 
with Scraaton, Portland, Maine, with Portland, Oregon. A 
good live wire from Baltimore or Seattle or Duluth is the twin- 
lm>tfaer of every like fdlow booster from Bnfblo or Akron, 
Fort Worth ot Oskaloosal 

" 'But it's here in Zciuth, the home for manly mm and 
womanly women and bri^t kids, that you find the largest 
{woportion of these Regular Guys, and that's what sets it 
in a class by itsdf; that's iiby Zenith will be remembered in 
histoiy as having set the pace for a civilization that shall en- 
dure irtien the old time-killing ways are gone forever and the 
day of earnest efficient endeavor shall have dawned all round 
the wwldl 

" 'Some time I hope folks will quit handing all the credit 
to a lot of moth-eaten, mildewed, out-of-date, old, European 
dun^, and give premier credit to the famous Zenith spirit, 
that clean fitting determination to win Success that has. 
made the little old Zip City cdcbrated in eveiy land and 
clime, irtierever condensed milk and pasteboard cartons are 
known I Believe me, the wtH'ld has fallen too long for these 
worn-out countries that aren't i»oducing anything but boot- 
blacks and scenery and booze, that haven't got one bathrocKn 
pCT hundred pet^Ie, and that dont know a loose-leaf ledgei 
ftom a alq>-cover; and it's just about time for some Zenithite 
to get his back up and holler for a show-downl 

" 'I tell you, Zenith and her aister-dties are producing a 

new type of civilization. There are maiQr resemblances between 

Zenith and these other burgs, and I'm dam glad of iti The 

i extraordinary, growing, and sane standardisation of stores, 

I offices, streets, hotels, clothes, and newq>apers throu^ut the 

' United States shows bow strong and enduring a type is ouis. 

" 'I always like to remember a piece that Chum Frink wrote 
tor the newiqaapers about his lecture-tours. It is doubtless 
familiar to many of ytni, bat if you will permit me, I'D take 
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a dnoce and read it. Zt^ cute of the cliauc poems, like "If" 
t^ Kqrfing, or Ella Wheeler Wilcox's "The Man W«th Wbile"; 
and I always cany this dif^uag of it In my note-book: 

When I am out upon the road, a poa latk a Peter's toed, 
I mostly sing a hearty song, and take a chew and kike along, 
a-kandtng out my samples fine of Ckeero Brand of sweet tim- 
skme, and peddling optimistic pokes and stable lines of japes 
and jokes to Lyceums and otker folks, to Rotarys, ^nmnu* 
Clubs, and fed I aitft Uke other dubs. And then old Majot 
SSas Satan, a brainy cuss wko's always waitin', ke gives his 
tail a lively quirk, and gets in quick his dirty work. He fills 
me up wUk muUygfubs; my ketr tke backward way ke rubs; 
ke makes me lonelier tkan a kound, on Sunday when the folks 
^t/t round. And then b' gosk, I woidd prefer to never be 
a lecturer, a-ri^t^ round in classy cars and smoking fifty-cent 
cigars, and never more I want to roam; I simply want to be 
back kome, a-eatiif fiap-jacks, hask, and ham, witk fMj who 
savvy wkom I am! 

But when I get that londy spdl, I simply seek tke best 
kotd, no matter in wkat town I be— St. Paul, Toledo, or K.C., 
in Waskimgion, Sckenectady, in Lomsville or Albany. And at 
tkat inn it kits my dome that I again am right at kome. If 
I shmdd stand a lengthy spdl in front of that first-dass kotd, 
that to the drummers laves to cater, across from some big film 
theayter; if I skould look around and buit, and wonder in 
i^tet town I was, I swear tkat I coidd never tdlt For all tke 
crowd woidd be so sweU, in just tke same fine sort of jeans 
tkey wear at kome, and all tke queens witk spi§y bonnets on 
iAefr beans, and all tke fellows stmuBng round a-talkit^ always, 
m be bound, tke same good joUy kind of guff, 'bout autos, poli- 
tics and stuff and baseball players of renown tkat Nice Guys 
loU IK fRy kome tovml 

Then wken I entered that kotd, Fd leek around and say, 
Iffdl, wtBl" For tkere woidd be tke same news-stand, soma 
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MMcwMur ami emdiei grand, aame smoket of iamMu rf—rf«ra 
bmui, fd find at home, I'tt teUf And wMen I m» tka joUy 
bunch eewta maUnrng m for tats at htnck, and tqnaring mp in 
natty duds to platters large of French Fried spnds, vhy then 
I'd stand right up and bawlt 'Tvt. never left Mjr home at ofl/" 
And aH replete I'd tit me dotm beside some gfty m derby brown 
upon a lobby chair of plnsk, and murmur to Urn in a rush, 
"Bello, £ia, tell me, good old scout, how it yonr stoch a-koldn^ 
etdt'* Then w^d be off, two solid pais, a-ckatterm^ Uke giddy 
gals of fmers, weather, home, and woes, lodge-brothers tkai 
jar all our livesl So when Sam Satan makes yon blsie, good 
friend, thafs what I'd up and da, far in these States whertfer 
fM roam, yon never leave yonr home sweet home. 

'•* To, ^, these other btsp arc our true pertaen In the 
gremt pme of vitsl living. But let's txft luTe any mistake 
about this, X claim that Zouth is the best partner and the 
liiStest-irowing partner of the iriiole caboodle, I trust I waif 
be pardoned if I ^ve a few statistics to back up mj claims. 
If they are old stuff to any of you, yet the tldiags of ^tt»- 
periQr, like the good nem of the Bible, never become tedious 
to the ears of a real hustler, no nutter how oft the sweet story 
is toldl Every intelligent pasoa knows that Zenith ma&u- 
bctures more coadensed milk and evaporated cream, more 
p^ier boxes, and more li^tin^fixtures, than any other dty 
in the United States, if not in the world. But it is not so 
universally known that we also stand secntd in the manufac* 
ture of package-butter, sixth in the gont realm of moton and 
automobiles, and somewhere about third in dieese, leather 
findings, tar roofing, breakfast food, and overalls I 

" 'Our greatness, however, lies not alone in punchful pros- 
peity but equally in that public ^it, that forward-looking 
idealism and brotherhood, which has marked Zenith ever since 
its foundation by the Fathers. We have a right, indeed we 
have a duty toward our fair dty, to annoimce broadcast the 
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ficts about onr U^ sdioals, dianctcrind hy thdr ooofttete ' 
plints and tbe finest sdwol-veittilatiiig systems in the conntiy, 
bar none; our magnificent new hotels and banks and tbe punt- 
inp and carved marble in th d r lobbies; and the Second Na- 
tional Tower, the second Uf^iest busness building in any in- 
land dty in tbe entire country. When I add that wc have an 
UQwrallded number of miles of paved streets, bathrooms, 
VBCumn cleaners, and all the other signs of civilization; that 
our library and art mosenm are wdl st;>pwted and housed in 
convenient and roomy buildings; that our park-system is more 
than up to par, with its handsome driveways ad<Miied with 
grass, shrubs, and statuaiy, then I give but a hint of the all- 
round unlimited greatnen of Zemtbl 

" 1 bdieve, however, in keqrfng the best to the lasL When 
[ remind you that we have tme motor car tot evety five and 
seven-eij^ths persons In the dty, then I ^ve a rock-ribbed 
practical indication of the kind of progress and brainlness wbidi 
is syncnjmxiui with the name ZenithI 

** 'But the way of the ri^teous is not all roses. Before I 
dose I must call your attenticm to a problem we have to face, 
this combg year. The ynmt menace to sound government is; 
not the avowed sodalists but a lot of cowards irtw work under ' 
cover — tbe long-haired oentry iiho call themselves "liberals" ' 
and "radicals" and "non-partisan" ■*"^ "intenigentsla" and 1 
God only knows bow many other trick oamesl Irre3{>ontible ' 
teachers and professna constitute tbe worst of this iriule 
^ag, and I am ashamed to say that several of them are on 
tbe faculty of our great State Univenityl The U. is my 
own Alma Mater, and I am proud to be known as an alumi^, 
but there are certain instructors there 1A0 seem to think we 
ou^t to turn the conduct of the nation over to hoboes and 
nnatabonts. 

" 'TboK profs are the snakes to be scotched — they and aU 
their milk-and-water Ukl The American business man is gen- 
erous to a fault, but one thing be doen demand of all teadi- 
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■en and lecturers and joarnallsts: if we're going to pay them 
pur good money, tbey*^ got to help xa by sdling efficiency and 
ifAo^ing It up tot rational proq>erit7l And wben it comes to 
these blab-mouth, fault-finding, pesaiinistic, cynical University 
teachers, let me teH you that during this golden anning yeal 
it's just as much our duty to bring influence to have those 
cuases fired as it is to sdl all the real estate and gather in all 
the good shekels we can. 

" 'Not till that Is done will our sons and dau^ters see that 
(he ideal of American manhood and culture isn't a lot of cranks 
utting around chewing the rag about their Rights and their 
Wrongs, bat a God-fearing, hustling, successful, two-fisted 
Regular Guy, who belongs to some church with pq> and piety 
to it, who bdong? to the Boosters or the Rotarians or the Ki- 
wania, to the Elks or Moose or Red Men or Knights of Colum- 
bus or any one of a score of cffganizations of good. Jolly, kid- 
ding, laughing, sweating, iqistanding, lend-a-handing Royal 
Good Fellows, who plays hard and works hard, and whose an- 
swer to his critics Is a square-toed boot thatll teadi the 
. grouches and smart alecks to Teq>ect the He-man and get out 
and root for Uncle Samod, U.SAI'" 



Babbitt promised to become a reoignized orator. He en- 
tertained a Smoker of the Men's Qub of the Chatham Road 
Fresbytoian Church with Irish, Jewish, and Chinese dialect 
stories. 

But in nothing was he more dearly revealed as the Froml- 
Deot Gtizen thm in his lecture on "Braas Tadu Facts on 
Real Estate," as delivered before the class In Sales Methods 
at the Zenith Y.M.CA 

The Advocate-Times reported the lecture so fully that 
VergO Gunch said to Babbitt, "You're getting to be one of 
the dasuest spellbindeca in town. Seems 's if I couldn't [ddt 
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if> a p*ptt witbont reading sbout yoor wdl^Down doqueocc. 
All this guff oo^t to bring a lot of business into your office. 
GoodworkI Keepitupl" 

"Go OD, quit yom kidding," said Babbitt feebly, but at this 
tribute from Guncb, himself a man of no mean oratorical fame, 1 
he eqianded vjtb delight and wondered how, before his vaca> I 
tfan, he could have queatjoned the Joys of being a solid dtiaca '; 
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Ha inarch to greatneaa ms not withont dlsMtrom atnniMinfr 
Fime did not bring the Bodal ad vsncanent iriiiclt the Bab> 
Utta deserved. They were not aiked to jran the Toaawanda 
Cotmtry dub nor invited to the dances at the Union. Him- 
fdt, Babbitt fretted, be didn't "care a fat hoot for all thesa 
, I hlf^roDers, but the irife would kind of like to be Among TboiB 
' Fresent." He nervously awaited Us nniverdty class-dinner 
and an evening of furious intimacy with such aodal leades ai 
Charles McKelvey the millionaire contractor, Max Eruger 
the banker, Irving Tate the tool-manufacturer, and Addbcrt 
Dobson the fashionable interiw decorator. Theoretically he 
was their friend, as he had been in college, and when he en- 
countered thnn th^ still called him "George," but he didn^ 
seem to encounter them often, and they never Invited him tA 
dinner (with chan^iagne and a butler) at their houses oo 
Rctyal Ridge. 

An the we^ befwe the class-dinner he thou^t of than. 
'Vo reason iriiy we shonldnt become real chummy nowl" 



like an true American diversions and spiritual outpoorlngs, 
the dinner of the men of the Class of 1896 was thorou^ily or- 
ganized. The dinner-committee hammered like a sales-cor- 
poration. Once a we^ thty sent out roninders: 

TICKLER NO. 3 

Old inan, are yon ^ng to be with ui at the liveit 

Friendship Feed the alimmi of the good old U have 



D.n.iized by Google 



BABBITT 

«cr known? Tbe tlmnue of 'oB tamed ont 60% 
■tranc. Are we boys goinc to be bemten by a bunch 
of ilcina? Come on, feUowa, lef> work up Mme 
real genuine enthusiasm and all boost together for 
tbe snappiest dinner jtt I Elegant eats, short gin- 
ger-talks, and memories shared together of the 
bri^est, gladdest dara of life. 



Tbe dimwr waa hdd in a private room at the Union Club. 
IUb chib was a dingjr bunding, tliree pretentious old dwdUngs 
knocked together, and the entraDce-hall resembled a potato 
cdlar, yet the Babbitt who was free of the magnificence of the 
Athletic Club entered with embartassment. He nodded to the 
dowman, an ancient proud negro with brass buttons and a 
blue taH-coat, and paraded tbrou^ the ball, trying to look 
like a member. 

Kzty men had come to the dimier. They made islands and 
eddies In tbe hall; they packed the devator and the comen 
of tbe private dining-room. Hey tried to be intimate and en- 
thusiastic. Tb^ ^^Mared to one another exactly as they had 
in college — as raw youngsters whose present mustaches, bald- 
nesses, paunches, and wrinkles were but jovial disguises put 
on fw the evening. "You haven't dianged a particle 1" they 
marveled. Tbe men whom they could not recall they ad- 
dressed, "Well, well, great to see you again, old man. What 
are you — ■ StiQ doing the same thing?" 

Smne one was always starting a cheer or a college song, 
and it was always thinning into silence. Despite their resolu- 
tion to be democratic they divided into two sets: the men with 
dress-clothes and the men without. Babbitt (extremely in 
dress-clothes) went from one groi^ to the other. Thou^ 
he was, almost frankly, out for social conquest, he sought Paul 
Riesling first. He fotmd hhn alone, neat and silent. 

Paul sidled, "I'm no good at this handshaking and "wdl, 
ioA who's here' bunk." 

"Kats now, eanlibus, loosen vp and be a ndzerl Floeat 
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bunch of boys on earthi Say, you seem kind of ^om. Wbat^ 
matter?" 
"Oh, the usual. Run-In with Zilla." 
"Come onl Let's wade in and forget our troubles." 
He kept Paul beside him, but worked toward the ^x>t iriiere 
Charles McKelvey stood wanning his admirers like a furnace. 
McKelvey had been the hero of the Class of '96 ; not only 
football captain and hammer-thrower but dd>ater, and pas- 
sable in what the State Univeraity considered scholarsh^. He 
had gpttS an, had captured the construction-compaigr once 
owned by the Dodsworths, best-known pioneer famOy of Zot- 
itb. He built state atpitols, skyscnq>ers, railway termhials. 
He was a heavy-shouldered, big-chested man, but not sluggish. 
There was a quiet humor in his eyes, a syrup-smooth quickness 
Id his ^eech,' which intimidated politicians and warned re- 
[xvters; and in his presents the most intelligent scientist or 
the most sensitive artist felt thin-blooded, unworldly, and a 
little shabby. He was, particularly when he was influencing 
legislatures or hiring labor-spies, very easy and lovable and 
gorgeous. He was baronial; he was a peer in the r^idly 
crj'stallizing American aristocracy, inferior only to the bau^ty 
Old Families. (In Zenith, an Old Family is one which came 
, to town before 1840.} His power was the greater because he 
' was not hindered by senses, by either tbe vice or the virtue 
of the older Puritan tradition. 

McKelvey was being pUcidly merry now with the great, 
the manufacturers and bankers, the land-owners and lawyers 
and surgeons iriio had chauffeurs and went to Eur<^. Batv 
bitt squeezed among them. He liked McKelvey's smile as 
much as the social advancement to be had from his favor. If 
in Paul's company he fdt ponderous and protective, with B^ 
Kdvey he fdt slt^t and adoring. 

He heard McKelvey say to Max Kruger, the banker, "Yes, 
well put up Sir Gerald Doak." Babbitt's democratic love for 
titles became a rich relish. "You know, lie's one of the blg- 
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gest iroa-men in Engjand, Max. Hmibly wdl-otf. . . . Vfiiy, 
beQo, old Georgiel Siy, Max, George Babbitt is getting fat- 
ter than I ami" 

The chairman shouted, "Take your seats, feUowsI" 

"Shall we make a move, Charley?" Babbitt said casual^ 
to McKelvey. 

"Rl^t. Hdlo, Fault How^ the old fiddler? Planning to 
^t anywhere ^>edal, George? Come on, let's grab some seats. 
Come on, Max. Georgie, I read about your qteeches in the 
canqiaign. Bully workl" 

After that, Babbitt would have followed him throuf^ fire. 
He was enormously busy during the dinner, now bumblin^y 
cheering Paul, now approaching McKelvey with "Hear, you're 
going to build some piers in Brooklyn," now noting how en- 
viously the failures of the class, ^tting by themselves in a 
weedy group, looked up to him in his association with the 
nobility, now warming himself in the Society Talk of McKelvey 
and Max Kroger, They spc^e of a "jungle dance" for which 
Mona Dodsworth had decorated her house with thousands of 
orchids. They spokt, with an excellent imitation of casualness, 
pf a dinner in Washington at which McKelvey had met a Sen- 
ator, a Balkan princess, and an English major-general. McKel- 
vey called the princess "Jenny," and let it be known that be 
had danced with her. 

Babbitt was thrilled, but not so weighted with awe as to 
be silent. If he was not invited by them to dinner, he was 
yet accustomed to talking with bai^-presidents, congressmen, 
and clubwomen who entertained poets. He was bright and 
refermtial with McKdv^; 

"Say, Charley, juh remember in Junior year how we char- 
tered a sea-gohig hack and chased down to Riverdale, to the 
big show Madame Brown used to put on? Remnnber how you 
beat up that hick constabule that tried to nm us in, and we 
pinched the pantfr^ressing sign and took and hung it on Prof. 
Morrison's door? Ob, gosh, those were the dayal" 
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Those, McKdvey agreed, mre the days. 

Babbitt had reached "It isn't the books you study in al- 
lege but the friendships you make that counts" when the men 
at head of the table broke into song. He attacked McKdvcy: 

"It's a shame, uh, shame to drift apart because our, uh, 
business activities lie in different fields. I've enjoyed talking 
over the good old days. You and Mrs. McKelvey must ocHne 
to dinner some night." 

Vaguely, "Yes, indeed — " 

"Like to talk to you about the growth of real estate out 
beyond your Grantsville warehouse. I might be able to t^ 
you oS to a thing or two, possibty." 

"Splendid] We must have dinnn tt^ether, Georgie. Just 
let me know. And it will be a great pleasure to have your 
wife and yon at the house," said McKelvey, much less vaguely. 

Then the chairman's voice, that prodigious voice which once 
had roused them to cheer d^ance at rooters from Ohio or 
Michigan or Indiana, whooped, "Come on, you wombatsi All 
together in the long yelll" Babbitt fdt that life would never 
be sweeter than now, when be joined with Paul Riesling and 
the newly recovered hero, McKelvey, in: 

Buuuattle-sx 

Get an ax, 

Bal-ajc, 

Get-nax, 

Vho, who? The U.I 

Hooroot 



The Babbitts invited the McKelveys to dinner, hi early De- 
cember, and the McKelveys not only accepted but, after dumg- 
ing the date once or twice, actually came. 

The Babbitts somewhat thorouj^y discussed the details of 
the dinner, from the purchase of a bottle of chanyagne to the 
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mmdwr of nited almonds to be placed befwe each person. 
E^iedally did tbey mentitm the matter of the other guests. 
To the last Babbitt held oat for giving Paul Riesling the ben- 
efit of bong with the McKdvtTs. "Good old Charley would 
Ukt Paul and Verg Guncb better than some hi^fslutin' Willy 
boiy," he insisted, but Mrs, Babbitt interrupted his observa- 
tions with, "Yes — perhaps — I thick III try to get some 
Lynnfaaven caters," and when she was quite ready she invited 
Dr. J. T. Angus, the oculist, and a dismally req>ectable lawyer 
named Maxwell, with thor jittering wives. 

Neither Angus nor Maxwell bdonged to the Elks or to the 
Athletic Cbab; neither of them bad ever called Babbitt 
"brother" w asked his opinions on carburetors. The only 
"human people" whom she invited, Babbitt raged, were the 
Littlefidds; and Howard Littlefield at times became so statis- 
tical that Babbitt longed for the refreshment of Gunch's, "Well, 
old lemoQ-^ie-face, what's the good word?" 

Immediately after lunch Mrs. Babbitt began to set the 
table for the seven-thirty dinner to the McKelveys, and Bab* 
bitt was, by order, home at four. Bat they didnt find aiqr- 
thing for him to do, and three times Mis. Babbitt scolded, 
"Do please tiy to keep out of the wayl" He stood in the 
doOT of the gar^e, his lips drooping, and wished that Little- 
fidd or Sam Do[^brau or somd>ody would come along and 
talk to him. He saw Ted sneaking about the comer of the 
bouse. 

■nVbat's the matter, old man?" said Babbitt. 

"Is that you, thin, owld one? Gee, Ma certainly is on the 
waipathi I told her Rone and I would jus' soon not be let in 
on the fiesta to-nig}it, and she bit me. She says I got to take 
a bath, too. But, say, the Babbitt men will be some lookers 
to-ni^tl Little Theodore in a dress-sultl" 

"The Babbitt men 1" Babbitt liked the sonnd of it. He pot 
his arm about the bc^'s shoulder. He wished that Paul Ries- 
ling had a dan^ter, so that Ted mi^t many bO'. "Yes, your 
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motlicr 19 kind of roundng roond, all ri^it," he said, and thqr 
lauf^ied together, and sig^ togetha, and dutifully mat id 
to dreas. 

The McKdvesrs were less than fifteen minutes late. 

Babbitt hoped that the Doppelbtaus would see the McKd- 
v^ys* limousine, and their uniformed chauffeur, waiting in 
boot. 

The dinner was wdl cooked and incredibly plentiful, and 
Mrs. Babbitt bad brought out her grandmother's silver candle- 
sticks. Babbitt worked hard. He was 'good. He told none 
of the jokes he wanted to tell. He Ustened to the others. He 
started Maxwell oS with a resounding, "Let's hear about your 
trip to the Yellowstone." He was laudatory, extremely laud- 
atory. He found opportunities to remark that Dr. Angus was 
a benefactor to humanity, MazwtJl and Howard Littlefield pro- 
found scholars, Charles McKelvey an in^iratioo to ambitioiis 
youth, and Mrs. McEelvcy an adornment to the social circles 
of Zenith, Washington, New York, Paris, and numbers of 
other places. 

But he could not stir diem. It was a dinner without a soul. 
For no reason that was clear to' Babbitt, heaviness was over 
them and they ^>oke laboriously and unwilling. 

He concentrated on Lucille McKelvey, carefully not looking 
at her blanched lovdy shoulder and the tawny ulken band 
wbich su[^rted her frock. 

"I suppose youll be going to Europe pretty soon again, 
won't you?" he invited. 

"I'd like awfully to nm over to Rome for a. few weeks." 

"I suppose you see a lot of pictures and music and curios 
and everything there." 

"No, what I really go for is: there's a little trattoria on the 
Via della Scrofa friiere yoo get the best fettuccme in the world." 

"Oh, I— Yes. That must be nice to tiy that Yes." 

At a quarter to ten McKelvey discovered with i»t>found re- 
gret diat his wife had a headache. He said blithdy, as Babbitt 
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helpeti him with his coat, "We must lunch together some time, 
and talk over the old days." 

When the others had labored out, at half-past ten. Babbitt 
turned to his wife, pleading, "Giailey said be had a corking 
time and we must lunch — said they wanted to have us iq) to 
the house for dinner before long." 

She achieved, "Oh, it'3 jost been one of those quiet evening 
that are often so much more enjc^ble than noisy parties . 
where everybody talks at once and doesn't really settle down 
to — nice quiet enjoyment." 

But from his cot on the sleeping^mrdi he heard her weq>ing, 
slowly, without hope. 



For a month they watched the social columns, and waited 
for a return dinner-invitation. 

As the hosts of Sir Gerald Doak, the McKdveys were head- 
lined all the week after the Babbitts' dinner. Zenith ardently 
received Sir Gerald (who had come to America to buy coal). 
The newspapers interviewed him on prohibition, Ireland, un- 
emplt^ment, naval aviation, the rate of exchange, tea-drinking 
verms whisky-drinking, the psychology of American women, 
and daily life as lived by En^ish county families. Sir Gerald 
seemed to have heard of all those topics. The McKdveys 
gave him a Singhalese dinner, and Miss Elnora Pearl Bates, 
society editor of the Advocate-Timts, rose to her hi^eat lark' 
Dote. Babbitt read aloud at breaUast-table: 



Twixt the original and Oriental decorations, the strange 
and delidous food, and the personalities both of the dis- 
tingnished guests, the charming hostess and the noted host, 
never has Zenith seen a more recherche affair than the 
Ceykm dinner-dance given last evening by Mr. and Mrs. 
Charles UcKelvey to Sir Gerald Doak. Methought as we 
—fortunate one I— were privileged to view that fairy and 
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f okIbii Kcne, tiodiiiig at Monte Qu-lo or Oe dioiceit am- 
batsadorial leti of foreiwn capital* conld be more lavtiy. 
It it not for noUting that Zenith ii in matter) (ocial ra^dly 
becoming known at the chooiiest inland city in the country. 

Though he is too modest to admit it, Lord Doak gives 
a cachet to our smart quartier such as it has not received 
nnce the ever-nmnorable visit ol the Earl of Sittinghourne^ 
Not only it he of the British peerage, but he is also, on dit, 
a leader of the British metal industries. As he comes from 
Nottingham, a favorite haunt of Robin Hood, though now, 
we are informed by Lord Doak, a live modem city of 275,- 
573 inhabitants, and important lace as well as other inda»- 
trie*, we like to think that perhaps through his vein* ran* 
•ome of the blood, both virile red and boany blue, of that 
earlier lord o' the good greenwood, the roguish Robin. 

The lovely Urs. McKelvry never was more fascinating 
than last evening in her blade net gown relieved by dainty 
bands of silver and at her cxquitite waist a glowing duster 
o( Aaron Ward roses. 



Babbitt said bravely, "I hope they doo't Invite ns to meet 
this Lord Doak guy. Dam si^t rather just have a nice qoiet 
little dinner with Charley and the Missus." 

At the Zenith Athletic Club they discussed it an^. *? 
«t>09e we'll have to call McKdvey Iword Chaz' from bow on," 
said Sidney FinLelstein. 

"It beats all get-out," meditated that man of data, Howard 
IJttlefield, "how hard It is for some pet^le to get thin^ 
straight. Here they call this fdlow Tord Doak' fdien it 
ought to be 'Sir Gerald.' " 

Babbitt marveDed, "la that a fact I Wdl,welll 'Sir Genld,' 
eh? That's iriiat yon call urn, eh? Wdl, m, Itn ^sd to 
know that." 

Later he infwmed hia salesmen, "It's funnier *n » goat the 
way some folks that, just because they happen to lay iqi a big 
wad, go entertaining famous fweigners, don't have aiQ' man 
idea "tt a rabbit how to address 'em so's to make 'em feel at 
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■Oat amSa^ uhKtna driving home, be passed McKd- 
«cy^ limowiiie and mw Sir GenM, a large, roddy, po[>-eyed, 
Teutonic Engljahman whose dribble of yellow mustache gave 
him an aq>ect sad and doubtful. Babbitt drove on slovriy, 
opfHtned by futility. He had a suddni, unexplained, and | 
borrfble conviction that the McKcIvt^ were lauf^iing at him. ' 

He betrayed his depressitm by the violence with which he 
informed his wife, "FoUts that really tend to business havent 
got the time to waste on a bunch like the McKdveys. This 
aodety stuff is like any other hobby; If you devote yourself to 
ft, srou get oo. But I like to have a dunce to viut with you 
and the children instead of all thia idiotic chadng round." 

Th^ did not qMak of the McKdveys again. 



It was a ibam^ at this worried time, to have to tUnk about 
the Ovcrbrooka. 

Ed Overbrook was a classmate of Babbitt iriio had been a 
faOure. He had a large family and a feeble insurance business 
out in the suburb of Dorchester. He was gray and thin and 
uninftortant He had always been gray and thin and uniuH 
portanL He was the person wh(»n, in any group, you forgot 
to introduce, then introduced with extra enthusiasm. He had 
admired Babbitt's good-fellowship in college, had admired 
ever since his power in real estate, his beautiful house and 
wmderful dothcs. It pleased Babbitt, tlwu^ it bothoed him 
with a sense of re^Mnaibili^. At the class-dinner he had 
seen poor Overbrook, in a shiny blue serge business-suit, being 
diffident in a comer with three other failures. He had gone 
over and l)een cordial: "Why, hdlo, youngEdl I hear you're 
writing all the insurance in Dorchester now. Bully worki" 

They recalled the good old days when Overbrook used to 
write poetry. Overbrook embarrused him by blurting, "Say, 
Gcorgie, I hate to think of how we been drifting apart I 
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Irish you and Mn. BabUtt would come to diimer some ni^t" 

Babbitt boomed, "Finel Surel Just let me know. And 
the wife and I want to have jron at the bouse." He forgot 
it, but unfortunatdy £d Overbrook did not. Repeatedly he 
td^boned to Babbitt, inviting him to dinner. "Mi^t as 
wdl go and get it over," Babbitt groaned to his wife. "Bat 
don't it simply amaze yon the way the poor fish doeant know 
the first thing about social etiquette? Think of him ^^loning 
me, instead of his wife sitting down and writing us a regular 
bidl Well, I guess we're stuck for it That^ the trouble 
with aH this class-brother hot^tedoodle." 

He accQited Overbrook^s next plaintive invitation, for an 
evening two wedu off. A dinner two we^ off, even a tamQy 
dinner, never seems so appalling, till the two we^ have a»- 
tomidingly disappeared and one comes dismayed to the ant- 
bnshed hour. They had to change the date, because of thdr 
own dinner to the McKdveys, but at last th^ gloomily drove 
out to the Overbrooks' house in Dorchester. 

It was miserable from the be^nning. The OverbrocAa bad 
dinner at six-tbir^, wbile the Babbitts never dined before 
seven. Babbitt permitted himself to be tm minutes late, 
'Xet^ make it as short as possible. I think well duck out 
quick. Ill say I have to be at the office extra early t»mor- 
tow," he planned. 

The Overbrook house was depresung. It was the sectmd ' 
story of a wooden two-family dwelling; a place of baby-car- 
riages, old bats bung in the hall, cabbage-smell, and a FamOy 
Bible on the parlor table. Ed Overbrook and his wife wen 
as awkward and threadbare as usual, and the other guests 
were two dreadful families -wboae names Babbitt never cao^t 
and never desired to catdi. But he was touched, and dis* 
concerted, by the tactless way in which OverbnxA praised 
him: "We're mi^ty proud to have old Gewge here to-ni^tl 
Of course you've all read about his q>eeche8 and oratory in 
file p^>eT»— and the bc^s good-looking, too, eb? — but what I 



D.n.iized by Google 



BABBITT aoi 

mhntyi tldnk of is back In college^ and what a great old mizer 
he was, and one of the beat iwimmcn in the class." 

Babbitt tried to be jovial; he worked at it; but he could 
find nothiiq; to Interest him in Overbrook's timorousness, the 
blankness of the other guests, or the drained stiq>idity of Mn, 
Overbrook, with her qiectacles, drab skin, and tight-drawn 
hair. He told hia best Irish story, but it sank like soggy cake. 
Most bleary momcDt of all was when Mrs. Overbrook, peering 
ont of her fog of nursing eight children and cooking and scrub- 
bing, tried to be conversational. 

"I stqipose you go to Chicago and New Vork right almg^ 
Mr. Babbitt," she prodded, 

"WeD, I get to Chicago fairly often." 

"It must be awfully interesting. I sqipose yoa take fn a? 
the theaters." 

"Wdl, to tell the truth, Mrs. Overbrook, thing that bite 
me best is a great big beefsteak at a Dutch restaurant in the 
Loopt" 

They had nothing more to say. Babbitt was sorry, but 
there was no hc^; the dinner was a failure. At ten, rousing 
out of the stiqtor of meaningless talk, be said as cheerily as 
he conld, " 'Fraid we got to be starting, £d. I've got a fellow 
coming to see me early to-moirow." As Overbrook helped 
him with his coat, Babbitt said, "Nice to rub up on the old 
daysl We must have lunch together, PJ).Q." 

Mrs. Babbitt sifted, on their drive home, "It was pretty 
terrible. But bow Mr. Overbrook does admire youl" 

"Yep. Poor cussi Seems to think I'm a little tin arch- 
angel, and the best-looking man In Zenith." 

"Wdl, you're certainly not that but — Oh, George, yoa 
don't suppose we have to invite them to dinner at our bouse 
now, do we?" 

"OuchI Gaw, I hope noti" 

"See here, now, George I You lUdn't aay ai^thlng about 
it to Mr. Overbrook, did you?" 
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"Xol Geel Not Honest, I didnti Just m«k a bhtf 
about having him to Inndi some time." 

"Wen. ... Oh, dear. ... I doo't want to hnrt thdr fed- 
inp. But I don't see bow I could stand anotber evening like 
diis one. And mppoae somebo^ like Dr. and Mis. Angus 
came In when we had the Overbrooks there, and tboa^t tbty 
were friends of ours!" 

For a we^ tfa^ worried, '^e really oo^t to invite £d and 
hlswifCfPon-devilsI'* But as they never saw the Ovcrbrooka, 
tb^ forgot them, and after a mcuth or two they said, "That 
really was the best way, just to let it slide. It wouldn't be kind 
to Ikem to have them here. They'd fed so out of place and 
hard-tqp in our home." 

niey did not speak <tf die OvecforoiAs again. 
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Thi cerUio^ that he was not giang to be accepted by tbe 
HcKdveys made Babbitt fed guilty and a little absurd. But 
he went more regularly to the Elks; at a Chamber of Com- 
merce luncheon be ma c»atorical regarding tbe wi^ednes* 
of strikes; and again he saw himsdf as a Prominent Citiien, 

His dubs and associations were food comfortable to his 

Of a decent man tn Zenith it was required that he should 
bdong to one, -pnttntHy two or three, of the innumerous 
'Hodges" and pro^Krity-boosting lunch-dubs; to tbe Rotarians, 
the Kiwanis, or tbe Boosters; to the Odd Fdlows, Moose, Ma- 
tons, Red Moi, Woodmen, Owls, £a^es, Maccabees, Knights 
of ^rthiaa, Kni^ts of Columbus, and other secret wders diar- 
actcrized by a high d^ree of heartiness, sound nxn^, and 
reverence for the Constitution. There were four reasons for 
joii^ these orders: It was the thing to do. It was good 
for badness, since lodge-brothers frequently became ciatomers. ' 
It gave to Americans unable to become Gdielmrlte or Com- 
meodatoii such unctuous honorifics as Hi^ Worthy Records 
faig Scribe and Grand Hoogow to add to tbe conimoiq>lace dis- 
tinctions of Colond, Judge, and Profesaw. And it permitted 
the swaddled American husband to stay away from home for 
ime evening a week. The lodge was his piazia, his pavement 
caf£. He could shoot pool and talk man-talk and be obscene 
and valiant. 

Babbitt was what he called a "Jtdner" for all these reasons. 

Behind the gold and scarlet banner of his public adiiev^ 
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ments was the dun background of office-routine: leases, sales- 

C(»)tT8ct3, lists of pnqiCTties to rent. The evenings of.ontoiy 
and conunittees and lodges sUmulated him like biaody, but 
every morning he was sandy-tongued. Week by week he ac- 
cumulated nervousness. He was in open disagreement with his 
outside salesman, Stanley GraS; and once, though htr charms 
bad always kept him nickeringjy polite to her, he snarled at 
Miss McGoun for changing his lettos. 

But in the presence of Paul Riesling be rdazed. At least 
once a week they fled from matmity, ^ Saturday they played 
.golf, jeering, "As a golfer, you're a fine tennis-player," or they 
motored all Sunday afternoon, stopping at village lunchrooms 
to sit on high stools at a counter and drink coffee from thick 
ciqts. Sometimes Paul came over in the evening with bis 
violin, and even Zilla was silent as the lonely man who had 
lost his w^ and forever crept down anfamiliar roads spun 
out his dark soul in mu^c. 



Nothing gave Babbitt more purification and piiblicl^ titan 
his labors for the Sunday School. 

His diurch, the Chatham Road Presbsrterian, was one of 
the largest and richest, one of the most oaken and vdvety, 
in Zenith. The pastor was the Reverend John Jennison Drew, 
MA., D.D., LL.D. (The MA. and the D.D. were from El- 
bert University, Nebraska, the LL.D. from Waterbmy College, 
C&lahoma.) He was eloquent, efficient, and versatile. He 
presided at meetings for the denunciation of unions or the 
devation of domestic service, and confided to the audiences 
that as a poor boy he had carried newspapers. For the Sat- 
urday edition of the Evmhtg Advocate be wrote editorials on 
"The Manly Man's Religion" and "The Dollars and Sense 
Value of Christianity," which were printed in bold type sur- 
rounded by a wig^ border. He often said that he was '^iroud 
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to be known u primarily a buuncM man" and that he certainly 
was not going to "permit the old Satan to monopoliie all the 
pep and punch." He was a thin, rustic-faced young man with 
gold ^lectacles and a bang of dull brown hair, but when be 
hurled hinadf into oratoiy he glowed with power. He ad- 
mitted that he was too much the scholar and poet to imitate 
the evangelist, Mike Monday, yet be had once awakened his 
fold to new life, and to larger collections, by the challenge, 
"My brethren, the real cheq) skate is the man irtio won't lend 
totbeLordI" 

He had made his churdi a true communis center. It con- 
tained everything but a bar. It had a nursery, a Thursday 
evening siq)per with a short bright misuonary lecture after- 
ward, a gymnasium, a fortni^tly motion-picture show, a 
llorary of technical books for young workmen — though, un- 
fortunately, no young workman ever entered the church ex- 
cept to wash the windows or repair the furnace— and a sew- 
ing-drde which made short little pants for the children of the 
poor whQe Mis. Drew read aloud from earnest novels. 

HuMigh Dr. Drew^ thet^ogy was Prcsbjrterian, his chmt^h- 
building was gracefully E^HScopalian. As he said, it had the 
"moat perdurable features of those noble ecclesiastical monu- 
ments of grand Old England idiicb stand as symbols of the 
eternity of faith, religious and civil." It was built of diecry 
froD-qwt briti in an in^Hvved Gothic style, and the main 
auditorium bad inUrect lifting from dectric globes in lavish 
alabastCT bowls. 

On a December monung y>hta the Babbitts went to church. 
Dr. John Jennisoil Drew was unusually eloquent. Tbe crowd 
was immense. Ten brisk young ushers, in morning coats with 
white roses, were bringing folding chairs up friKn the basement. 
There was an inq>ressive musical prc^ram, conducted by Shel- 
dm Smeeth, educational director of the YM.CA., who also 
■ang the offertory. Babbitt cared less for this, because some 
miifuided person had taught young Mr. Smeeth to smO^ 
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smDe^ smile iriule he wu sin^ng, but widi all the i^pceditka 
of a fdlow-ontor he Bdmind Qr. Dmr^ sennoo. It had the 
intdlectnal qoali^ iriifch dbtfogoished the Chitham Road 
congE^ation from the gnibby cb^>ds cm Smith StreeL 

"At thia abundant harvest-time of all the year," Di. Drev 
chanted, "fdien, thou^ stormy the sky and hborious the path 
to the dnid^ng wayfarer, yet the hovering and bodOess q^iit 
swoops back o'er all the labors and desires of the past twdve 
mcfflths, oh, then it seems to me there sounds behind all oar 
apparent failures the golden chorus of greeting from those 
passed happOy on; and lol on the £m horizon we see behind 
dolorous clouds the ml^^ mass of mountains — mountaina 
of melody, mountains of mirth, nrfflinfatnii of mi^tl" 

"I certainly do like a sermon with culture and thoo^t ia 
it," meditated Babbitt 

At the end of the ser^^ce he was ddighted when the pastor, 
actively shaking hands at the door, twittered, "Oh, Brother 
Babbitt, can you wait a jiffy? Want your advice.** 
, "Sure, doctorl Youbetl" 

"Drt^ Into my office. I think yoaH like the cigars there." 
Babbitt did like the dgan. He also liked the <j&Kt, iritidh 
was distinguished from other of&ces only by the siuriteid 
dunge of the familiar wall-placard to "This is the Lord^s Bny 
Day." Chum Frink came hi, then William W. Eathorae. 

Mr. Eathome was the seventy-year-old president of the Rrst 
Sute Bank of Zenith. He stlU wore the delicate patches of 
side-whiskera irbkh had been the uniform of bankets in 1870. 
If Babbitt was envious of the Smart Set of the McEdvcys, 
before William Washington Eathome he was reverenL Mr, 
Eathome had nothing to do with the Smart Set. He was 
above It He was the great-grandson of one of the five men 
who founded Zenith, In 1792, and he was of the third geoeiai* 
tion of Innkers. He could examine credits, make loans, pn- 
mote or injure a man*s btainess. In his presence Babbitt 
breathed quickly and fdt young. 
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The Remend Dr. Diev bounced Into flw room and Bow- 
end into ^Mcch: 

"IVe saked you gentlanen to stay so Z can put a proportion 
befmv 3rou. The Sunday Sdtoot needs bucking vp. It's the 
fourth largest in Zenith, but thoVs no reason why ve should 
take anybody's dust We ou^t to be first. I want to request 
you, if you wiH, to toaa a committee of advice and publicity ' 
for the Sunday School; look it over and make any suggestions 
for its bettenneot, and then, perhaps, see that the press givei 
OS some attention — give the public some really hdpful and 
constmctive news instead of all these murders and divorces." 

"Excdlent," said the banker. 

Bablntt and Frink were 'w*«?«t*j to Join him. 



If yoo had asked Babbitt irfiat his rdi^on was, be would 
have answe«d in stmnous Booaters'-Qub rhetoric, "My re- 
ligion is to serve my fdlow men, to honor my brother as n^- 
fldf, and to do n^ bit to make life ba{^er for qsm and all." 
If you bad pressed him for more detail, he would have an- 
nounced, "I'm a member of the Presbyterian Church, and nat- 
urally, I accept its doctrines." If yon had been so brutal 
as to go on, be would have protested, "'Iliere's no use dis- 
cnssing and arguing about rdtgicm; it Just stiis -op bad fed- 

Actually, the content of his theology was that there was a 
MfMvme bdng who had tried to make us perfect, but pre- 
somably had failed; that if one was a Good Man be would 
go to a place called Heaven (Babbitt unconsciously pictured 
it as rather like an exceOent hotel with a private garden), 
but if one was a Bad Man, that is, if he murdered or committed 
bor^ary or used cocaine or bad mistresses or sold non-existent 
real estate, be would be punished. Babbitt was uncertain, 
bowever, about w^iat he caOed "this business of HdL" He 
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«^hined to Ted, "Of courae I'm pretty libo^; I don't ex.- 
tctly believe in a fire-and-briiiHtoDe Hell. Stands to reason, 
though, that a fellow can't get away with all sorts of 'V^ce 
and not get nicked for it, see how I mean?" 

Upon this theology he rardy pondered. The kond of his 
practical relipon was that it was re^Mctable, and beneficial to 
one's business, to be seen gtung to services; that the church 
k^t the Worst Elements from being still worse; and that the 
pastor's sermons, however dull th^ mi^t seem at the time 
of taking, yet had a voodooistic power which "did a fdlow 
good — kept him in touch with Hi^er Things." 

His first investigations for the Sunday School Adviscxy 
Committee did not inspire hun. 

He liked the Busy Folks' Bible Class, conqxoed of mature 
mm and women and addressed by the old-school physidan, 
Dr. T. Atkins Jordan, in a ^wrkling style conqwrable to tlut 
of the more refined humorous after-dinner qxakers, but when 
he went down to the junior classes he was disconcerted. He 
heard Sheldon Smeeth, educational director of the YJ1I.CA. 
and leader of the church>choir, a pale but strenuous young 
man with curly hair and a smile, teaching a class of sixteen- 
year-old boys. Smeeth lovingly admonished them, "Now, fd- 
lows, I^ gtung to have a Heart to Heart Talk Evening at my 
house next Thursday. Well get oB by oursdves and be frank 
about our Secret Worries. You can just tdl old Shddy any* 
thing, like all the fellows do at the Y. I'm going to explain 
frankly about the luxrible practises a kiddy falls into unless 
he's guided by a Big Brother, and about the perils and ^ory 
of Sex." Old Shd^ beamed damply; the boys lodced 
ashamed ; and Babbitt didn't know whkh way to turn fais em- 
barrassed eyes. 

Less annoying but also much duller were the minw dasses 
which were being instructed in philosophy and Oriental eth- 
nology by earnest spinsters. Most of them met in Uie hi|^ 
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vamisbed Sunday School room, but there was an overflow to 
the basement, irtiich was decorated with varicose water-pipes 
and lighted by small windows high up in the oozing wall. 
What Babtntt saw, however, was the First Congregational 
Church of Catawba. He was back in the Sunday School of 
bis boyhood. He smelled again that polite stuffiness to be 
found only in church parlors; he recalled the case of drab 
Sunday School books: "Het^, a Humble Heroine" and "Jo* 
sqthus, a Lad of Palestine;" be thumbed once more the high' 
cdored text-cards which no boy wanted but no boy liked to 
throw away, because they were somehow sacred; he was Ux- 
tured l^ the stumbling rote of thirty-&ve years ago, as in ths 
vast Zenith church he listened to: 

"Now, Edgar, you read the next verse. What does it mean 
when it says it's easier for a camel to go through a needle's 
eye? What does this teach us? Clarencel Please don't 
wiggle sol If you bad studied your lesson you wouldn't be 
so fidgety. Now, Earl, what is the lesson Jesus was trying 
to teach his disciples? The one thing I want you to especially 
remonber, boys, is the words, 'With God all things are pos- 
sible.' Just think of that always — Garence, please pay at- 
tention — ^just say "With God all things are possible' whenever 
you feel discouraged, and. Alec, will you read the next verse; 
'•t yaa'd pay attention you wouldn't lose your place! " 

Drone— drone — drone — gigantic bees that boomed in a cav- 
ern of drowsiness — 

Babbitt started from his <f>en-eyed nap, thanked the teacher 
for "the privilege of listening to her cplendid teaching," and 
staggered on to the next circle. 

After two weeks of this be had no suggestions whatever for 
the Reverend Dr. Drew. 

Then he discovered a world of Sunday School journals, an 
enormous and busy domain of weeklies and monthlies which 
were as technical, as practical and forward-looking, as the 
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real-estate columns or the slioe>trade mag^zioes. He boogbt 
half a dozen of them at a rdigious book-shop and till after 
midnight he read Hum and admired. 

He found many lucrative tips <m "Focusing Appeab," 
"Scouting for New Membeis," and "Getting Prospects to Sign 
up with the Sunday School." He particularly liked the word 
"prospects," and fae was moved by the rubric: 

"The moral springs of the community's life lie deep hi its 
Sunday Schools — its schools of religious instruction and in^H- 
ration. Neglect now means loss of q)iritual vigor and mmH 
power to years to come. . . . Facts like the above, ftdlowed 
t^ a strai^t-arm appeal, will reach folks who can never be 
laughed or jollied into doing their part." 

Babbitt admitted, "Tliat's so. I used to skin out of the ole 
Sunday School at Catawba eveiy chance I got, but same time, 
I wouldn't be where I am to-day, maybe, if it hadnt been for 
its training in — in mwal power. And all about the Bible. 
Great literature. Have to read some of it again, one of that 
days." 

How scientifically the Sunday School could be orpmized he 
learned from an article in the Westmmster Adidt Bible Class: 

"The second vice-pre«dent loc^ after the fellowship of 
the class. She chooses a groiq> to help her. These become 
oshers. Ev«y one who comes gets a glad hand. No one goes 
away a stranger. One memba of the grotq> stands on the 
doOTStq) and invites passers-by to come in." 

Perliaps most of all Babbitt appreciated (he remarics by 
William H. Ridgway in the Sunday School Times: 

"If you have a Sunday School class without any pep and 
geMqMUid-go fa it, that is, without interest, that is unnrtain 
in attendance, that acts like a fellow witb the spring fever, let 
cdd Dr. Ridgway write you a prescr^tion. Rz. Invite the 
Bunch tar Stqiper." 

The Sunday School journals were as well rounded as th^ 
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were [»actlal. Tb^ needed none of the arts. As to maaie 
the Smiday School Timet advertised that C. Harold Lowden, 
"known to thousands thnni^ his sacred coaqxjsitions," had 
written a new masterpiece, "entitled 'Yearning tor You.* The 
poem, by Hany D. Kor, is one of the daintiest you could 
ima^ne and the music is indescribably beautiful. Critics are 
agreed that it will sweep the country. May be made into a 
charming sacred song by substituting the hymn words, 1 Heard 
the Voice of Jesus Say.* " 

Even manual training was adequatdy considered. Babbitt 
noted an ingenious way of illustrating the resurrection of Jesus 
Christ: 

"Modd for Piq>ils to Make. Tomb with Rolling Door. 
— ^tTse a square covered box turned tq>side down. Pull th* 
cover forward a little to form a groove at the bottom. Cut 
a square door, also cut a circle of cardboard to more than cover 
the door. Cover the circular door and the tomb thickly with 
stiff mixture of sand, flour and water and let it dry. It was 
the heavy circular stone over the door the women found 
'rolled away* on Easter morning. This Is the story we are to 
'Go— ten."* 

In their advotisementa the Sunday School journals were 
thoroughly efficienL Babbitt was interested in a prq>aration 
which "takes the place of exercise for sedentary men by build- 
ing up depleted nerve tissue, nourishing the brain and the di- 
gestive system.*' ^ was edified to learn that the selling of 
BiT)i>« ^05 2 hustling.and strictly competitive industty, and as 
an eq>ert on hygiene he was pleased by the Sanitary Com- 
munion Outfit Company's announcement of "an improved and 
satisfactory outfit tfarou^out, including hif^y polished beau- 
tiful mahopny tray. This tray eliminates all noise, is lighter 
and more essOy handled than others and is more in keeping 
with the furniture of the church than a tr^y of any other 
material.*' 
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He dro[^)ed the pQe of Simdajr School journals. 

He pondered, "Now, there's a real he-world. Corkingl 

"Ashamed I faavent sat in more. Fdlow that's an influence 
In the conuDunity — sluuae if be doesn't take part in a real 
virOe hustling religion. Sort of Christianity IncoTp«ated, you 
nd^t say. 

"But with all revnence. 

"Some folks might claim these Sunday School fans are un- 
dignified and unspirltual and so on. Sure! Always some skunk 
to spring things like that I Knocking and sneering and tear- 
ing-down — so much easier than btulding tp. But me, I cer- 
tainly hand it to these magazines. They've brou^t ole George 
F. Babbitt hito canqj, and that's the answer to the critics I 

"The more manly and practical a fellow is, the more be 
oogbt to lead the enterprising Christian life. Me for it I Cut 
out this carelessness and boozing and — Rone I Where the 
devil you been? This Is a fine time o' night to be coming in!" 
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: ire but three or four old liousea in Floral Heights, 
and in Floral Hdghts an old house is one which waa built 
before iSSo. The largest of these is the residence of William 
Washington Eathome, presidoit of the First State Bank. 

The Eathome Maosioa preserves the menxHy of the "nice 
parts" of Zenith as they apq>eared from i860 to 1900. It is 
a red tvick immensity with gray sandstone liutda and a roof 
of slate in courses of red, green, and dyspeptic yeUow. lliere 
are two anemic towers, one roofed with capper, the other 
crowned with castiron ferns. The porch is like an open tomb ; 
it is supported by squat granite pillars above which hang 
frozen cascades of brick. At one side of the house is a huge 
atained-gjlass window in the shape of a keyhole. 

But the house has an effect not at all humorous. It em- 
bodies the heavy dignity of those Victorian financiers who 
ruled the generation between the pioneers and the brisk "sales- 
engineers" and created a sombn oligarchy by gaining control 
of banks, mills, land, railroads, mines. Out of the dozen con- 
tradictory Zeniths which together make up the true and com- 
plete Zenith, none is so powerful and enduring yet none so un- 
familiar to the citizens as the small, still, dry, polite, cruel 
Zenith of the William Eathomes; and for that tmy hierarchy 
the other Zeniths unwittingly labor and insignificantly die. 

Most of the castles of the testy \^ctorian tetrarchs are gom 
now or decayed into boarding-bouses, but the Eathome Man> 
sion remains virtuous and aloof, reminiscent of London, Back 
Bay, Rittenhouse Square. Its marble steps are scrubbed daily, 
Ihe brass plate is revnently polished, and the lace curtains an 
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u prim uid siqMcIor as WlUam Wuhington Eatbocne bfao- 
Sdf. 

With a certain awe Babbitt and Cbum F^ink called cai 
Eathome for a meeting of the Sunday School Adviaoiy Com- 
mittee; with uneasy stillness they followed a miiformed maid 
diroui^ cataccmbs of receptio&Tooms to the library. It vas 
as unmistakably the library of a solid old banker as Eathorae's 
tide-whiskers were the ude-wbiskers of a solid old banker. The 
books were most of them Standard Sets, with the correct and 
traditi<HiaI touch of dim blue, dim gold, and glassy calf-skin 
The fire was exactly correct and traditional; a small, quiet, 
steady fire, reflected by polished fire-irons. The oaJk desk 
was dark and old and altogether p^ect; the chairs wen 
gently supercilious, 

Eathmie's inquiries as to the healths of Mrs. Babbitt, Miss 
Babbitt, and the Other Children were softly paternal, but Bab- 
Utt had nothing with which to answer him. It was indecent to 
fliink of using the "How's tricks, ole socks?" which gratified 
Vergil Gunch and Frink and Howard littlefield — men who 
tin now had seemed successful and urbane. Babbitt and FVink 
sat politdy, and politely did Eathome observe, opeahig bis 
diin l^is just wide enou^ to disniss the words, "GentlemeOf 
before we begin our conference — ^you may have felt the cold 
In coming here — so good of you to save an old man the jour^ 
Biy — shall we perhaps have a whisky toddy?" 

So well trained was Babbitt In all the conversation that 
befits a Good Fellow that he almost disgraced himself with 
"Rather than make trouble, and alwasrs providin' there ain't 
any enforcement <^Bcera hiding in the waste-basket — " Hie 
words died cboking in his throat He bowed in flustered obe* 
dience. So did Chum Frink. 

Eathome rang for Uie maid. 

The modem and luxurious Babbitt had never seen any cne 
ting f<»- a servant in a private house, except during meals. 
Kmadf, in hotds, had rung for bdl'boys, but in the house yoa 
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didiit hurt MstUds^ fedinp; yoa went out io the hall and 
ihonted for her. Nor bad he, since prohibition, known any 
<uu to be casual about drinking. It waa ntraordinary merely 
to 8^ his toddy and not cry, "Oh, maanaan, this hits me ri^t 
where I livel " And always, with the ecstasy of youth meeting 
greatness, he marveled, "That little fuz^-face there, why, he 
conld make me or bmk mel If be told my banker to call 
mjr loans — I Gosbl That quarter-sized squiitl And looking 
like he badnt got a aln^e bit of hustle to him I I wonder — 
Do we Boosters throw too many fits about pep?" 

From this thought he shuddered away, and listened devoutly 
to Eathome^ ideas on the advancement of the Sunday School, 
which were very dear and very bad. 

Diffidently Babbitt outlined bis own suggestions: 

"1 think if you analyze the needs of the school, in fact, going 
right at it as if it was a merchandizing problem, of course the 
one baMC and fundamental need is growth. I presume we're 
all agreed we wont be satisfied till we build vp the biggest 
dam Sunday School in the whole state, so the Chatham Road 
Presbyterian won't have to take anything off anybody. Nov 
about jazzing iq> the campaign for prospects: they've alrea<fy 
used contesting teams, and given prizes to the kids that bring / 

in the most members. And they made a mistake there: the / 
prizes iwere a lot of folderols and doodads like poetry books^ / 
and iDustrated Testaments, Instead of something a real lively 
kid would want to work for, like real cash or a speedometer 
for his motw cycle. Course Z suf^Kse it's all fine and dandy 
to illustrate the lessons With these decorated book-marks and 
blackboard drawings and so on, but when it comes down to 
real he-hustling, getting out and drumming vp customers — or 
memben, I mean, why, you got to make it worth a fellow's 
whne. 

"Now, I want to propose two stunts: first, divide the Sun- 
day School into four armies, depending on age. Everybody 
gets a militaiy rank in his own army according to bow many 
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sumben he brings In, and the dufiera that lie down on ua and 
dont tffing in any, they remain privates. The pastw and 
superintendent rank as goierala. And everybody has got to 
give salutes and all the rest of that junk, jost like a regular 
army, to make 'em ted it's worth while to get tank. 

"Then, second: Course the school has its advertising com- 
mitter but, Lord, nobody eva really works good — odbody 
mrks well just for the love of it. The thing to do is to be 
I^actical and ;q>-to-date, and hire a real paid press-agent for 
the Sunday School— acmie oew^Ktper fellOT who can gjve part 
of his time." 

"Sure, yon betl" said Cbum Frink. 

"Think of the nice juicy bits he could get ial" Babbitt 
crowed, '^ot only the big, salient, vital facta, about how ^t 
&e Sund^ Sdwol — and the collection — is growing, but a lot 
of humorous gossip and kidding: about how some blowh&rd 
feD down on bis pledge to get new members, or the good time 
the Sacred Trinity class of girls had at their wiemewurst party. 
And on the side, If he had time, the press-agent mi^t even 
boost the lesstsis themselves — do a little advertising tor all 
the SundiQ^ Schools in town, in fact No use being hoggjsh 
toward the rest of 'em, [Hoviding we can keep the bulge on 'on 
In membership. Frinstance, he mi^t get the papers to — 
Coarse I bavent got a literary training like Frii^ here, and 
I'm just guessing how the pieces ou^t to be written, but 
take frinstance, su[q>ose the week's Iess<m is about Jacob; wdl, 
tfie press-agent might get in something that would have a fine 
nuval, and yet with a tric^ headline that'd get folks to read it-~ 
lay like: Jake Foals the Old Mm; Makes Getaway with Gwl 
and Bankrdt. See how I mean? That'd get their interestl 
Now, course, Mr. Eathome, you're conservative, and maybt 
you feel these stunts would be undignified, but honest^, I 
believe they'd bring home the bacon." 

Eathome folded his bands on his comfortable lUde bd^ 
and purred like an agedpus^ 
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"Bfay I uy, first, that I have been very much pleased by / 

your analysis of the situation, Mr. Babbitt. As you surmis^ \ / 
it's necessary in My Position to be consnvative, and peihi^a 
endeavor to maintain a certain standard of dignity. Yet I 

think you'll find m e somerA at pnymivr Tn our^ank, for 

example, I hopE^ may say that we have as modem a method 
of publicity and advertising as any in the city. Yes, I fancy 
you'll find us oldsters quite copiizant of the shifting ^}iritual 
values of the age. Yes, oh yes. And so, in fact, it pleases 
me to be able to say that though personally I might prefer the 
sterner Presbyterianism of an earlier era — " 

Babbitt finally gathered that Eathome was willing. 

Chum Frink suggested a3 part-time press-agent one Kenneth 
Escott, reporter on the Advocate-Tima. 

Tbey parted on a high plane of amity aitd Christian help 
fulness. 

Babbitt did not drive home, but toward the cento: of the 
city. He wished to be by himself and exult over the beauty 
of intimagr with William Washington Eathome. 



A snow^blanched evening of ringing pavements and eager 
H^ts. 

Great golden lights of trolley-cars sliding along the packed 
snow of the roadway. Demure lights of little houses. The 
bdchnig ^re of a distant foundry, mptng out the shari^ 
edged stars. Lights of neighborhood drug stores where friends 
gossiped, well pleased, after the day's work. 

The green light of a police-station, and greener radiance 
on die snow; the drama of a patrol-wagon — gong beating like 
a terrified heart, headli^ts scorching the oystal-sparkling 
street, driver not a chauffeur but a policeman proud in uni- 
form, another policeman perilously dangling on the step at the 
back, and a glimpse of the prisoner. A murderer, a burglar, 
a coiner cleverly tnqq>ed? 
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An enormons gnystone cbnrdi irith a rigid ai^; dim Uj^ 
in the Parlois, and cheerful droDiag of cboir-pEactiae. The 
fpiivering green mercuty-vapor li^t of a photo-oipaver^ 
loft. Then the stonnmg li^ts of down-town; parked can witfc 
ruby tail-lights; «4ute arched entranus to movie theaters, like 
frosty mouths of winter caves; electric signs — serpents and 
little dancing men of fire; pink-shaded globes and scarlet jaai 
music in a che^ i^»-staiis dance-hall; li^ts of Chinese res- 
taurants, lanteras painted with cherry-blossoms and with pa- 
godas, hung against lattices of lustrous gold and blai^ SmaQ 
dirty lan^ in small stinking lunchrooms. The smart shopping- 
district, with rich and quiet li^t on crystal pendants and fun 
and suave surfaces of polished wood in velvet-hung retinnt 
windows. High above the street, an une^>ected square hanging 
In the darkness, the window of an office where some one was 
working late, for a reason unknown and stimulating. A man 
meshed in bankruptcy, an ambitious boy, an oil-man suddenly 
become rich? 

The air was shrewd, the snow was deep in undeared aD^l, 
and beyond the city. Babbitt knew, were hillsides of snow-drift 
among wintry oaks, and the curving ice-enchanted river. 
I He loved his city with passionate wonder. He lost the 
accumulated weariness of business-worry and e3q>an»ve mar 
toiy; he felt young and potential. He was ambitious. It was 
not enough to be a Vergil Gunch, an Orville Jones. No. 
"They're bully fdlows, simply lovely, but they haven't got 
. any finesse." No. He was going to tie an Eathome; ddi- 
cately rigorous, coldly powerful. 

"That's the stuff. "Hie wallop in the velvet mitt. Not let 
anybody get fresh with you. Been getting careless about nqr 
diction. Slang. Colloquial. Cut it out. I was first-rate at 
rhetoric hi college. Themes on — Anyway, not bad. Had 
too much of this booptedoodle and good-fellow stuff. 1 — 
Why couldn't I organize a bank of n^ own some day? And 
Ted succeed met" 
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He drove bq^iOy borne, and to Mn. Babbitt he waa a Wnt 
tun Wishington Eathone, but she did not notice it. 



Yotmg Kenneth Escott, rqxirter on the Advocate-Timet, 
Tna appointed press-agent of the Chatham Road Presbyterian 
Sunday School. He gave six hours a week to it. At least 
he was paid for ^vtng six hours a week. He had friends on 
the Presi and the Gazette and be was not (officially) known 
as a press-agent. He procured a trickle of insinuating items 
about neighborliness and the Bible, about das»-9tq>pera, Jolly 
but educatknal, and the value of the Ihrayer-life in attaining 
financial success. 

The Sunday School adopted Babbitt's system of military' 
ranks. Quickened by this ^)iritual refreshment, it bad a 
bomn. It did not become the lar^t school in Zenith — (be 
Central Methodist Church kept ahead of it by methods iriiidi 
Dr. Drew scored as "unfair, undignified, un-American, ungen- 
tlemanly, and unchristian" — but it climbed from fourth pUce 
to second, and there was rejoicing In beaveo, or at least in that 
portion of heaven included in the parsonage of Dr. Drew, 
irtiile Babbitt had much praise and good repute. 

He had recrived the rank of colonel on the general staff of 
the school. He was plumply pleased by salutes on the street 
I from unknown small boys; his ears were tickled to ruddy 
ecsta^ by hearing himself called "Colonel;" and if he did not 
attend Sunday School merely to be thus exalted, certainly he 
thought about it all the way there. 

He was particularly pleasant to the press-agent, Kenneth 
Escott; he took him to lunch at the Athletic Gub and had him 
at the bouse for dinner. 

XJke many of the cocksure young men irtio forage about 
dties in apparent contentment and who express their cynidsm 
in soperciUous slang, Escott was shy and lonely. His shrewd 
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stuvdliig face broadened with joy at dinner, and be bhrte4 
"Gee whillikina, Mr3. Babbitt, if jrou knew how good it is to 
have home eats againi" 

Escott and Verona liked each other. All evening tluy 
"talked about ideas." They discovered that they were Rad- 
icals. True, th^ were sensible about it. Tliey agreed that 
all communists were criminals; that this vers libre was tommy- 
tx)t; and that while there ought to be universal disarmament, 
of course Great Britain and the United States must, on be- 
half of (qipressed small nations, keep a navy equal to the toD- 
nage of all the rest of the world. But they were so revolu- 
tionary that they predicted (to Babbitt's irritation) that there 
would some day he a Third Party which would give trouble to 
the Republicans and Democrats. 

Esratt shook hands with Babbitt three times, at porting. 

Babbitt mentioned his extreme fondness for Eathome. 

Within a week three newspapers presoited accounts of Bab- 
bitt^ sterling labors for religion, and all of them tactfully men- 
tioned William Washington Eathome as his collaborator. 

Nothing bad brought Babbitt quite so much credit at the 
Elks, the Athletic Club, and the Boosters'. His friends had 
always congratulated him on his oratory, but in their pnaae 
was doubt, for even in speeches advertising the city there was 
Bometbing hif^brow and degenerate, like writing poetry. But 
now Orville Jones shouted across the Athletic dining-room, 
"Here's the new director of the First State BankI" Grover 
Butterbaugb, the eminent wholesaler of plumbers' siqqilies, 
chuckled, "Wonder you mix with common folks, after holding 
Eathome's hand I " And Emil Wengert, the jeweler, was at last 
willing to discuss buying a house in Dorchester. 



'When the Sunday School campaign was finished, Babbitt 
anggested to Kenneth Escott, "Say, how about doing a little 
hoosting for Doc Drew personally?" 
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Eaoott grltmed. '^oa tnist the doc to do a little boosting 
for biinsdf, Mr. Babbittl There's hardly a week goes by 
without his ringing up the papa to say if well chase a rqxtrtCT 
tq) to his Study, hell let us in on the story about the swell 
sermon he's going to preach on the wickedness of short skirts. 
or the authorship of the Pentateuch. Don't you worry about 
him. There's just one better publicity-grabber in town, and 
that's this Dora Gibson Tucker that runs the Child Welfar« 
and the Americauization League, and the only reason she's got 
Drew beaten is because she has got ttMiie brainsl" 

"W^, now Kenneth, I don't think you ought to talk that 
way about the doctor. A preacher has to watch bis interests, 
hasn't heP Yon remembez that in (he Bible about — about 
being diligent in the Lord's budness, or something?" 

"AH right, 111 get something in if you want me to, Mr. Bab- 
bitt, but 111 have to wait till the managing editor is out of 
town, and then blackjack the city edilm." 

Thus it came to pass that in the Sunday Advocate-Times, 
imder a picture of Dr. Drew at his eamestest, with eyes alert, 
faw as granite, and rustic lock flamboyant, ^^>eared an in- 
scrq>tion — a wood-pulp tablet conferring twenty-four hours' 
iounortaliQr: 

The R«v. Dr. John Jenniion Drew, U.A, putor of the 
beautiful Ch&tham Road Pretbyterian Church in lovelr 
Floral Heights, Is a wizard soul-winner. He holds the local 
record for conversions. During his shepherdhood an aver- 
age of almost a hundred sin-weary persons per year have 
declared their resolve to lead a new life and have fonnd a 
harbor of refuge and peace. 

Everything zips at the Giatham Road Church. The sub- 
sidiary organizations are keyed to the top-notch of efficiency. 
Dr. Dr«w is especially keen on good congregational sing- 
ing. Bright cheerful hymns are used at every meeting, and 
the special Sing Serrices attract lovers of music and pro- 
fessionals from all parti of the city. 

On the popular lectnre platform as well as in the puljrit 
Dr. Dr«w Is a renowned word-pdnter, and during Un 
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coune of the j-or he reoehrei literally Korci of inTi uU oo 
to apeak at Tiricd functloiu both here tad cbewbere. 



Babbitt let Dr. Drew know that be was responsible for 
this tribute. Dr. Drew called bim "brother," and shook bis 
band a great many times. 

During tbe meeting of the Adviaoiy Committee, Babbitt 
had hioted that be would be duimed to invite Eathome to 
dinner, but Eathome bad murmured, "So nice of jrou — old 
man, now — almost never go out," Surely Eathome would not 
refuse his own pastor. Babbitt said bcyishly to Drew: 

"Say, doctor, now we've put this thing over, strikes me it^ 
iq) to the dominie to blow tbe three of us to a dimierl" 

"Bully I You betl Delighted! " cried Dr. Drew, in bis 
manliest way. (Some one had once told him that be talked 
like the late President Roosevdt.) 

"And, uh, aay, doctor, be sure and get Mr. EathwiM to come. 
Insbt 00 it. It's, uh — I think be sticks anraod home too 
much for bis own health." 

Eathome came. 

It was a friendly dinner. Babbitt tptikit gracefully of tbe 
Btabili^g and educational value of bsi^en to tbe commuidty. 
They were, he said, the pastors of the fold of commerce. For 
the first time Eathome departed from the topic of Sundiqr 
Schoob, and asked Babbitt about tbe progress of his butiness. 
Babbitt answered modestly, almost filially. 

A few months lata-, when he had a chance to take part In the 
Street Traction Con^ttny's terminal deal, Babbitt did not care 
to go to his own bank for a loan. It was rather a quiet sort 
of deal and, if it had come out, the Public mi^t not have 
tmderstood. He went to bis friend Mr. Eathome; be was 
welcomed, and received tbe loan as a private venture; and they 
both pr<£ted in their pleasant new assodation. 

After that. Babbitt went to church regularly, tacept oa 
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gpgto^ Sunday nKHrnings whidi were obviously meant lor motor- 
ing. He innounced to Ted, "I tdl you, Ixqr, there's no stronger 
bnhvark of sound conservaUsm than the evangelical church, 
and no better pUce to make friends whom help you to gain your 
ri^tful place in the communis than in your own churdi- 
honxl" 



U 
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CHAPTER XVIII 



fHODCH he saw them twice daily, thoof^ he knew and 
Minply discussed every detail of their expenditures, yet for 
wedca together Babbitt was no more conscious of his children 
than of the buttons on his coat-sleeves. 

The admiration of Kenneth Escott made him aware ot 
Verona. 

She had become secretary to Mr, Gniensborg of the Gmens- 
berg Leather Ctmipany; she did her work with the thorough- 
ness of a mind which reveres details and never quite under- 
stands them; but she was one of the people who give an agi- 
tating impression of being on the point of doing something 
desperate — of leaving a job or a husband — without ever doing 
it. Babbitt was so hopeful about Escott's hesitant ardors that 
he became the playful parent. When he returned from the 
Elks he peered coyly into the living-room and gur^ed, "Has 
our Kenny been here to-ni^t?" He never credited Verona's 
protest, "Why, Ken and I are Just good friends, and we only 
talk about Ideas. I won't hav£ all this sentimental nonsense, 
titat would spoil everything." 

It was Ted who most worried Babbitt. 

With conditions in Latin and English but with a triumphant 
record in manual training, basket-ball, and the organization 
of dances, Ted was stru^ng tbrou^ his Senior year in the 
East Side High School. At home he was interested only frtiea 
he was asked to trace some subtle ill in the ignition system of 
the car. He repeated to his tut-tutting father that be did not 
wish to go to collc^ or law-school, and Babbitt was equally 
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disturbed by this "sbiftlessness" and by Ted's rdatiotu with 
Ennice Zatttefield, neit door. 

Though she was the daughter of Howard Littlefiekl, that 
wnnight-iron fact-mill, that hiHse-faced priest of private own- 
ership, Eunice was a midge iu the sun. She danced mto the 
house, she flung hersdf into Babbitt's lap when be was read- 
ing, she cnmqiled his paper, and laughed at bim when he 
adequately e^lained that be bated a crumpled new^upa as 
he hated a broken sales-contract She was seventeen now. 
Her ambition was to be a cinema actress. She did not merdy 
attend the showing of every "feature film;" she also read the 
jDoUon-picture magazines, those extraordinary sjm^toms of 
the Age of Ftp — monthlies and weeklies gorgeously illustrated 
with portraits of young women who had recently been mani- 
cure girls, not very skilful manicure girls, and who, unless 
their every grimace had been arranged by a director, could 
not have acted in the Easter cantata of the Central Methodist 
Church; magaaoes reporting, quite seriously, in "interviews" 
plastered with pictures of riding-breeches and California bun- 
galows, the views on sculpture and international politics of 
blankly beautiful, suspiciously beautiful young men; outlining 
the plots of films about pure prostitutes and kind-hearted 
train-robbers; and giving directions for making bootblacks 
into Celebrated Scenario Authors ovemigbt. 

These authorities Eunice studied. She could, she frequently 
did, tdl whetba it was in November or December, 1905, that 
Mack Harker, the renowned screen cowpuncher and badman, 
began bis public career, as chorus man in "Oh, You Nat^ty 
Girlie." On the wall of her room, her father reported, she 
had pinned vp twenty-one photogr^lihs of actors. But the 
signed portrait of the most graceful of the movie heroes she 
carried in her young bosom. 

Babbitt was bewildered by thb worship of new gods, and 
he su^>ected that Eunice smoked cigarettes. He smelled the 
claying red: from qi-stairs, and heard her giggling with Ted 
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He never Inquited. The tgreeable child dismayed him. Her 
thin and duutniog face ms sharpened by bobbed hak; her 
skirts were short, her stocking were ndled, and, as she flew 
after Ted, above the caressing silk were glimpses of soft 
knees which made Babbitt uneasy, and wretched that she 
should consider him old. Sometimes, in the veiled life of his 
dreams, when the fairy diDd came running to him she took <m 
the semblance of Eunice Little&dd. 

Ted was motor-mad as Eunice was movie-mad. 

A thousand sarcastic refusals did not check his teasing far 
a car of his own. However lax he mi^t be about early riung 
and the prosody of Vergil, he was tireless in linking. With 
three other boys he bought a rheumatic Ford chassis, buOt an 
ama^ng racer-body out of tin and pine, went skiddii^ rauDd 
comers in the perilous craft, and sold it at a pro&t Bablntt 
gave him a motor-cycle, and every Saturday afternoon, with 
seven sandwiches and a bottle of Coca-Cola hi his pockets, 
and Eunice perched eoily on the rumble seat, he went roaring 
off to distant towns. 

Usually Eunice and he were merely naghbcwhood chums, 
and quarreled with a wholesome and violent lack of ddics^; 
but now and then, after the color and scent of a dance, tbey 
were atent together and a little furtive, and Babbitt 1n^ 
worried. 

Babbitt was an average father. He was affectionate, bully- 
ing, (^inionated, ignorant, and rather wistful. Like most 
parents, he enjoyed the game of waiting till the victim was 
clearly wrong, then virtuously pouncing. He justified himself 
1^ croaking, "Well, Ted's mother ^>oils him. Got to be s(»ii» 
body who telb him what's what, and me, I'm elected the goat 
Because I try to bring him iq) to be a real, decent, human be- 
ing aixl not one of these siqifaeads and lounge-lizards, ol course 
they all call me a grouchi" 

Throughout, with the eternal human genius for arriving by 
ihe worst oossible routes at surprisingly tolerable goals, Bab- 
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bitt loved hia soa and wsnoed to bis companionahip and would 
have sacrificed evetything for him-^ he could have beea sure 
of proper aedit. 



Ted was {banning a parQr for his set in the Senior Class. 

Babbitt meant to be he^ful and jolly about it. From his 
memory of hlg^-school pleaam-es back in Catawba he suggested 
the nicest games; Going to Boston, and charades with stew^ 
pans for hdmets, and word-games in which you were an Ad- 
jective or a Quality. When he was most enthusiastic he dis- 
covered that th^ weren't paying attention; they were only 
tolerating him. As for the party, it was as fixed and standard- 
ized as a Union Qub W>p. There was to be dandng in the 
living-room, a noble collation in the dining-room, and in the 
hall two tables of bridge for what Ted called "the poor old 
dumb-bells that you can't get to dance hardly more 'n balf the 
time." 

Every breakfast was monc^lized by conferences on the 
affair. No one listened to Babbitt's biUletins about the Feb- 
ruary weather or to his throat-clearing comments on the head- 
lines. He said furiously, "If I may he permitted to interrupt 
3ronr engrossing private conversation — Juh hear what I said?" 

"Ob, don't be a q»iled babyl Ted and I have just as much 
ri^t to talk as 3rou havel" flared Mrs. Babbitt. 

On the ni^t of the party he was permitted to look on, when 
he was not hewing Matilda with the Vecchia ice cream and 
the fetits fours. He was deeply disquieted. Eight years ago, 
when Verona had given a high-school party, the children had 
been featureless gabies. Now they were men and women of. 
the world, very supercilious men and women; the boys con- 
descended to Babbitt, they wore evening-clothes, and with 
hauteur they accepted cigarettes from silver cases. BalAitt 
had heard stories of what the Athletic Qub called ' 
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on" at young parties; of girls "parking" their ccnrsets in tbe 
dressing-room, of "cuddling" and "petting," and a presumatde 
increase in what was known as Immorality. To-night be be- 
lieved the stories. These children seemed bold to him, and 
cold. The girls yrore misty chiSon, coral velvet, or cloth of 
gold, and around their dipping bobbed hair were shining 
wreaths. He had it, upon urgent and secret inquiry, that no 
corsets were known to be parted upstairs; but certainly these 
eager bodies were not stiff with steel. Their stockings were 
of lustrous silk, their slippers costly and unnatural, their lips 
carmined and their eyebrows penciled. They danced chedt 
to cheek with the boys, and Babtntt ^ckened with aiqirehen- 
sicm and unconscious envy. 

Worst of them all was Eunice Littlefield, and maddest of 
all the boys was Ted. Eunice was a fiying demon. She slid 
the length of the room; her tender shoulders swayed; her feet 
were deft as a weaver's shuttle; she laughed, and enticed Bab< 
bitt to dance with her. 

Then he discovered the aimex to the party. 

The boys and girls disappeared occasionally, and he re- 
membered rumors of their drinking together from hip-pocket 
flasks. He tiptoed round the house, and in each of the dozen 
cars waiting in the street he saw the points of light from 
cigarettes, from each of them heard high giggles. He wanted 
to denounce them but (standing in the snow, peering round 
the dark comer) be did not dare. He tried to be tactfuL 
When he had returned to the front hall he coaxed the boys, 
"Say, if any of you fellows are tbirs^, there's some dandy 
ginger ale." 

"OhI Thanks!" th^ condescended. 

He sought his wife, in the pantry, and exploded, "I'd^he 
to go in there and throw some of those young pups out of the 
housel They talk down to me like I was the butlerl I'd 
like to—" 

"I know," she sighed; "aaty enryhody says, aU the mothers 
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tdl me, unless jrou stand ita them, if yoa get angry because 
th^ go out to tbeii can to have a drink, th^ wont come to 
your houae any mwe, and we wouldn't want Ted left out of 
things, would we?" 

He announced that he would be enchanted to have Ted left 
out of thinp, and hurried in to be polite, lest Ted be left out 
of tbinp. 

But, he resolved^ if he found that the boys were drinking, 
be wonld—^weil, he'd "hand 'tm something that would sw 
prise 'em." While be was trying to be agreeable to larg&- 
shouldered young bullies be was earnestly sniffing at them. 
Twice he cau^t the redt of prtdUbition-time whisky, but then. 
It was only twice — 

Dr. Howard Littlefidd lumbered in. 

He had come, in a uKtod of solemn parental patronage, to 
look on. Ted and Eunice were dancing, moving togethn' like 
one body. Littldeld ga^>ed. He called Eunice. There was 
ft iridqiered duologue, and Littl^eld e]q>lained to Babbitt that 
Eunice's mother bad a headache and needed her. She went 
off in tears. Babbitt looked after them furiously. "That 
little devOI Getting Ted into troublel And Littlefield, the 
conceited old gas-bag, acting like it was Ted that was the 
tMul influencel" 

Later he smdled iriiid^ on Ted^ breath. 

After the dvil farewell to the guests, the rati nes terrific 
a thorough Family Scene, like an avalanche, devastating and 
without reticences. Babbitt thundered, Mrs. Babbitt wtpt, 
Ted was unconvincingly defiant, and Verona in confusion aa 
to whose side she was taking. 

For several months there was coolness between the Babbitts 
and the Littlefields, each family sheltering their Iamb frmn 
the wolf-cub next dow. Babbitt and Littlefidd still q>oke in 
pontifical periods about mottHs and the senate, but they kept 
bleakly away from mention of their families. Whenever 
Eonioe came to the bouse she discussed with pleasant intimacy 
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the fact that she bad been forbidden to come to the bouse; 
and Babbitt tried, with no success irfutever, to be fathe^ 
and advisory with her. 



"Gosh an fiahhooksl" Ted wailed to Eunice, as tb^r wolfed 
hot chocolate, lumps of nougat, and an assortment of ^ac£ 
nuts, in the mosaic ^>lendor of the Royal Drug Store, "it gets 
me why Dad doesn't just pass out from being so poky. Every 
evening he sits there, about half-asleep, and if Rone or I say, 
"Oii, come on, let's do something,' he doesn't even take the 
trouble to think about it. He Just yawns and says, 'Naw, 
this suits me right here.' He doesn't know there's ai^ fun 
going on ai^nrtiere. I suiq>ose he must do some thinking, 
same as you and I do, but gosh, there's no way of Idling it. 
I dont E>elieve that outside of the oE&ce and playing a tittle 
bum golf on Saturday be knows there's anything in the natlA 
to do except just keep sitting there — ^tting there every ni^t 
— not wanting to go anywhere — cot wanting to do aiqrthing — 
thinking us kids are crazv — sitting there — ^Lordl" 

Tf 

If he was M^teoed by Ted's slackness, Babtntt was not 
sufficiently fri^tened by Verona. She was too safe. She 
lived too much in the neat little airless room of her mind. 
Kenneth Escott and she wae always under fooL When thqr 
were not at home, conducting tbdr cautiously radical court- 
ship over sheets of statistics, tluy were trudging off to lectures 
by authors and Hindu pbilost^hers and Swedish lieutenants. 

"Gosh," BaU>itt wailed to bis wife, as th<y walked home 
from the Fogartys' bridge-party, "it gets me bow Rone and 
that fellow can be so poky. They sit there night after ni^it, 
triienever be isn't working, and they don't know there^ any 
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Am b the mcId. All talk ud ducmiioo— Lord! Sitting 
there— dtting there— ni^t after nigjit — not vantiog to do 
anjrthing — thinking I'm amqr becaoBe I like to go oat and 
play a fist of cards — sitting there — goshl" 

Then round the swimmo-, bored by stnig^ing throufl^ tht 
perpetual surf of family life^ new comben swelled. 



Babbitt's father- and mother-inJaw, Air. and Mrs. Heoiy 
T. niompson, rented their old boose in the Bdlevue district 
and moved to the Hotel Hatton, that glwified boarding-honse 
fiUed with widows, red-plnsh fimutare, and the sound of ice- 
water pitchers. They were kmdy there, and every other Sun- 
der evening the Babbitts had to dine with them, on fricasseed 
diicken, discouraged cele^^, and cornstarch ice cream, and 
^terward ut, polite and restrained, in the hotd lounge, while 
a young woman violmist pUyed songs from the German via 
Broadway. 

Ihen Babbitt^ own mother came down from Catawba to 
q>end three weeks. 

She was a kind woman and magnificently uncomprehending. 
She congratulated the convention-defying Verona on being a 
"nice, loyal home-body without aD these Ideas that so many 
girls seem to have nowadays;" and when Ted filled the dif- 
ferential with grease, out of pure love of medianics and 
filthiness, she rejoiced that he was "so handy around the house 
and helping his father and all, and not going out with the girls 
all the time and trying to pretend be was a society fellow." 

Babbitt loved his mother, and sometimes he rather liked 
her, but be was annoyed by her Christian Patience, and he 
was reduced to pulpiness irbeD she discoursed about a quite 
nQrthical hero called "Your Father": 

"Yon won't remember it, Georgie, you were such a little 
Ullow at the thne—ny, I remember just how you locked that 
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day, irith your goldy brown curb and your lace coQar, yon 
abrays nere sndi a dain^ cbild, and kind of puny and sid^, 
and yon loved prMy tbin^ bo mndi and the red tassda oa 
your little bootees and all — and Your Father was taking ns 
to church and a man st(q>ped us and said 'Major' — so many 
of the neighbors used to call Your Father 'Major;' of course . 
he was only a private in The War but everybody knew that 
was because of the jealousy of his captain and he on^t to 
have beesa a hi^i-ranking officer, he had that natural abili^ 
to command that so very, very few men have — and this man 
came out into the road and hdd up his hand and 8tai^>ed 
the buggy and said, 'Major,' he said, 'thereS a lot of the 
Mka around here that have decided to stqiport Colond Scasdl 
for congress, and we want you to join us. Meeting peo[de 
the way yon do in the store^ you could b^ us a lot.' 

"Wdl, Your Father just looked at him and said, 1 cee- 
tainty shall do nothing of the sort. I don't like his politics,' 
'it said. WeQ, the man — Captain Smith th^ used to caQ 
&im, and heaven only knows why, because he hadnt the 
shadow (» vestige of a right to be called 'Captain' or ai^ 
other title— this Captain Smith said, 'Well make it hot for 
you if you dont stick by yoor friends, Major.' Wdl, yon 
know how Yoor Father was, and this Smith knew it too; he 
knew what a Real Man he was, and he knew Your Tather 
knew the political situation from A to Z, and he oug^t to 
have seen that here was one man he couldn't inqwse on, bat 
he went on trying to and hinting and trying till Your Father 
spoke iq) and said to him, 'Captain Smith,' he said, 'I have 
a reputation around these parts for being one wim is anq^ 
qualified to mind his own business and let other ftSki mind 
theiisl' and with that he drove on and left the fellow stand* 
ing there in the road like a bansp on a logl " 

Babbitt was most exasperated when she revealed his boy^ 
hood to the children. He had, it seemed, been fond of birley- 
sugar; had wtnm the "lovdiest little pink bow in bis caris* 
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and comxpttd his own name to "Goo-goo." He heaid (thou^ 
he did not officially bear) Ted admonishing Tinka, "Come 
oo now, kid; stidk the lovdy piak bow in your curls and 
best it down to breakfast, or Goo-goo will jaw your bead off." 
Babbitt's half-brother, Martin, with hia wife and youngest 
baby, came down from Catawba for two days. Martin bved 
cattle and ran the dusty general-store. He was proud of being 
a &eebom independent American of the good old Yankee 
atock; he was proud of being honest, blunt, n^, and dis> 
agreeable. His favorite remark was "How much did you pay 
for that?" He regarded Verona's books, Babbitt's silver pendl, 
and fiowers on the table as citified extravagaoces, and said 
so. Babbitt would have quarreled with him but for his gawky 
wife and the baby, whom B^bitt teased and poked fingers 
at and addressed: 

"I think this babsr's a bum, yes, dr, I think this little baby's 
a bom, he's a bum, yes, air, he's a bum, that's what he is, he's 
a bum, this baby^ a bum, he's nothing but an (^ bum, that's 
what he is — a bumi " 

All the while Verona and Kenneth Eacott held long inquiries 
into epistemology; Ted was a disgraced rebd; and Tinka, 
aged eleven, was demanding that she be allowed to go to the 
movies thrice a week, "like all the girls." 

Babbitt raged, "I'm sick of it I Having to cany three got- 
erations. Whole damn bunch lean on me. Fay half of 
mother's income, listen to Henry T., listen to Myra's worty- 
Ing, be polite to Mart, and get called an old grouch for trying 
10 help the children. All of 'em depending on me and picking 
on me and not a damn one of 'em grateful I No relief, and 
DO credit, and no help from anybody. And to keep it up for 
— ^Dod Lord, how long?" 

He enjoyed b«ng sick in February; he was deU^ted by 
their consternation that he, the rock, should give way. 

He had eaten a questionable clam. For two days he was 
languorous and petted and esteoned. He was allowed to 
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snarl "Oh, let me slonel" nitbovlt rqvisab. He ky on ^ 
aleq)iiig-p<Hch and watdicd the winter sun slide along the 
taut curtains, turning tlieir ruddy khaki to pale blood red. 
The shadow of the draw-rope was doise black, in an oitidng 
rq^le on tlie canvas. He found pleasure in the curve of it, 
a^ed aa the fading light blurred iL He was consdoos ct 
life, and a little sad. With no VergD Conches before irtum 
to set his face in resolute optimism, he beheld, and half ad- 
mitted that he behdd, his way of life as uxredibly mechanical. 
Mechanical business — a brisk selling of badly buQt booses. 
Mechanical religion — a dry, hard church, shut off from the real 
life of the streets, inhumanly re^wctable aa a top-hat. Me* 
chanical golf and dinner-parties and bridge and conversatioa 
Save with Paul Riesling, mechanical friendships — badi-dap- 
jnng and jocular, never daring to essay the test of quietness. 

He turned uneasily in bed. 

He saw the years, the brQUant winter dsyi and all the long 
flweet afternoons which were meant for summery meadows, 
lost in such brittle pretentiousness. He tbonj^t of telqihon- 
ing about leases, of cajoling men he hated, of making business 
calls and waiting in dirty antcro(»ns-^ut on knee, yawning 
at Sy.jpe(ied calendars, being polite to office-bo)rs. 

"I don't hardly want to go back to work," he prayed. **N 
like to— I dont know." a^^ 

But be was back nest day, bnqr and of dd^ml taeptt. 
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The Zenith Street Traction Companjr plaooed to boild car^ 
repair shops in the suburb of Dorchester, but when th^ came 
to boy the land thqr found it held, on (q)tions, by the Babbitt- 
Thonqison Realty Conqjany. The purchasing-agent, the first 
vke-presidnt, and even the president of the Traction Con:q>atiy 
protested against the Babbitt price. They mentioned their 
duty toward stockholders, they threatened an a[q>eal to the 
courts, though somehow the ^>peal to the courts was never 
carried out and the oEQcials found It wiser to conqjromise with 
Babbitt Carbon copies of the correspondence are in the com- 
pany's files, ^ere they may be viewed by any public com- 



Just after this Babbitt deported three thousand dollars in 
the bank, the purchasing-agent of the Street Traction Conqiany 
bou^t a five thousand dollar car, the first vice-president built 
a home In Devon Woods, and the presdent was appointed 
minister to a foreign country. 

To obtain the options, to tie up one man's land without 
letting his neighbor know, bad been an unusual strain on 
Babbitt. It was necessary to introduce rumors about plan- 
ning garages and stores, to pretend that he wasn't taking any 
more options, to wait and look as bored as a poker^>la3rer at a 
time when the failure to secure a key-lot threatened his whole 
plan. To all this was added a nerve-jabbing quarrd with his 
secret associates in the deal. They did not wish Babbitt and 
Thompson to have any share in the deal except as brokers. 
Babbitt rather agreed. "Ethics of the buaness — broker ou^t 
to strictly represent his principals and not get in on the buy- 
ing" he said to Tbonq»on. 
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"Ethics, ratsi Think I'm going to see that bmich of holy 
grafters get away with the swag and us not climb la?" snorted 
old Henry. 

"Well, I don't like to do it. Kind of double-crossing." 

"It ain't. It's triple-crossing. It's the public that gets 
double-crossed. Wdl, now we've been ethical and got it out 
of our systems, the question is where we can raise a loan to 
handle some of the property for ourselves, on the Q. T. We 
can't go to our bank for it. Might come out." 

"I could see old Eathome. He's close as the tomb," 

"That's the stufl." 

Eathome was glad, he said, to "invest in character," to 
make Babbitt the loan and see to it that the loan did not 
appear on the books of the bank. Thus certain of the (q>tions 
which Babbitt and Thompson obtained were on parcels of 
real estate which they themselves owned, thou^ the property 
did not appear in their names. 

In the midst of closing this splendid deal, which stimulated 
business and public confidence by giving an example of io- 
aeased real-estate activity, Babbitt was overwhelmed to find 
that he had a dishonest person working for him. 

The dishonest one was Stanley Graff, the outside salesman. 

For some time Babbitt bad be^ worried about Graff. He 
did not keep his word to tenants. In order to rent a house 
he would promise repairs which the owner had not authorized. 
It was suq>ected that be jugged Inventories of furnished 
bouses so that when the tenant left be had to pay for articles 
which had never been in the bouse and the price of which 
Graff put into his pocket. Babbitt had not been able to prove 
these suspicions, and though he bad ratha planned to dis- 
charge Graff he bad never quite found time for it. 

Now into Babbitt's private room charged a red-faced man, 
panting, "Look berel I've come to raise particular merry 
hell, and unless you have that fellow pinched, I wOll" 

"What's— Calm down, o' man. What's trouble?" 
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«TVoublet Hnhl Here's the trouble—" 

"Sit down and take it easyl Tbejr can hear you all over 
the boildingl" 

"Tliis fellov Graff you got working for you, he leases me 
a bouse. I was in yesterday and signs the lease, all O.K., 
and he was to get the owner's signature and mail me the 
lease last night. Well, and he did, llus morning I comes 
down to breakfast and the girt says a fellow had come to the 
house right after the early delivery and told her he wanted 
an envdope that bad been mailed by mistake, big long ta* 
vdope with 'Babbitt-Thonqson' in the comer of it. Sure 
enoo^, there it was, so she lets him have it. And she de- 
scribes the fellow to me, and it was this Graff. So I phones 
to him and he, the poor fool, he admits itl He s^s after my 
lease was all signed he got a better offer from another fellow 
and be wanted my lease back. Now lAat you ginng to do 
about it?" 

"Your name is — ?" 

"Wniiam Vamey— W. K. Vamqr." 

"Oh, yes. That was the Garrison bouse." Babbitt soiuded 
the buzzer. Whea Miss McGoun came in, he demanded. 
"Graff gone out?" 

"Yes, sir." 

**Will you look throu^ his desk and see If there is a lease 
made out to Mr. Vamcy on the Garrison house?" To Vamey: 
"Can't tell you how sorry I am this b^ipened. Needless to 
say, III fire Graff the minute he comes in. And of course 
your lease stands. But there's one other thing I'd like to 
do. Ill tdl the owner not to pay us the cnmniasion but af^ly 
it to your rent Nol Strai^tl I want to. To be frank, 
this thing shalus me vp bad. I su|q>ose I've always been a 
pr«i-[l^1il Business M"" Pmhahhr I've told one or two fairy / 
stories in my time, wnen the occasion called for it — ^you know: 
sometimes you have to lay things on thick, to impress bone- 
head?- But this is the first time I've ever bad to accuse one 
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of my own tapkiyea of aiQrthiiig more dishonest than [Hodi^ 
ing a few stamps. Honest, it would hurt me if we profited 
if it. So you'll let me band you the coDumasloD? Goodl" 



He walked through the February city, where trucks flong 
q> a spattering of slush and the sky was dark above dark 
brick cornices. He came back miserable. He, trtio req>ected 
the law, bad brtdun it by ftmr^almf^ the Federal crime of 
intercqttion of the mails. But he could not see Graff go to 
jafl and his wife suffer. Worse, be bad to discharge Gnff, 
and this was a part of office routine which he feared. He 
liked people so much, be so much wanted them to like him, 
that he could not bear insulting then. 

Miss McGoun dashed in to iriiiq)er, with the ecdtemeot of 
an afqiroaching scene, "He's here I" 

"Mr, Graff? Ask him to come in." 

He tried to make himsdf heavy and calm in his chair, and 
to- keep his eyes e]q>ressionle5s. Graff stalked in — a man of 
thirty-five, daiq>er, ejre-^assed. with a f o(^Hsh mustache. 

"Want me?" said Graff. 

"Yes. Sit down." 

Graff continued to stand, grunting, "I siqipose that dd not 
Vamey has been in to see you. Let me ^>laiQ about him. 
He's a regular tightwad, and he sticks out for evoy cent, and 
he practically lied to me about his ability to pay the rent — 
I found that out just after we «gned up. And then another 
fellow comes along with a better offer for the house, and I 
felt it was my duty to the firm to get rid of Vam^, and I 
was so worried about it I skun up there and got back the lease. 
Honest, Mr. Babbitt, I didnt intend to pull anything cnxAed. 
I just wanted the firm to have all the commis — " 

"Wait now, Stan. This may all be true, but I've been 
bavips' J* lot of complaints about you. Now I dmt s^mm 
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you ever mean to do wrong, and I tlunk If you jnst get a 
good lessoo that'll jog you up a little, you'll turn out a fiist- 
claas realtor yet. But I dont see how I can keep you on." 

Graff leaned agiunst the filing^abinet, his hands in his 
pockets, and laughed. "So I'm firedl Wdl, old Y^aiaa and 
Ethicx, I'm tickled to death! But I don't want you to think 
yon can get away with any bolier-Uian-thou stuff. Sure I've ' 
pulled some raw stuff — a little of it — bat bow couhl I bdp it, 
in this otSetV 

"Now, by God, ]rouDg man — " 

"Tut, tuti Keep the naughty tenq>er down, and dont 
holler, because evoybody in the outside office wUl hear you. 
They're probably listening right now. Babbitt, old dear, 
you're crooked in the first place and a damn skinflint in the 
second. If you paid me a decent salary I wouldn't have to 
steal pennies oS a blind man to keep n^ wife from starving. 
Us married just five months, and her the nicest girl living^ 
and you keeping us flat broke all the time, you damned old 
thief, so you can put money away for your saphead of a son 
and your wishywadiy fool of a daughterl Wait, nowl You'll 
by God take it, or 111 bellow so the whole office will hear iti 
And crooked — Say, if I told the prosecuting attorney what 
I know about this last Street Traction option steal, both you 
and me would go to jail, along with some nice, clean, pious, 
lii^iq> traction guns I" 

*^ell, Stan, looks like we were coming down to cases. That 
deal — There was nothing crooked about it. The only way 
you can get progress is for the broad-gauged men to get things 
done; and they got to be reirarded — " 

'K)b, for Pete's sake, don't get virtuous on met As I gather 
It, I'm fired. All right. It's a good thing for me. And if I 
catch you knocking me to ai^ other firm, 111 squeal all I know 
about you and Heniy T. and the dirty little lickspttle deals 
[hat you corporals of industry pull oft for the bigger and 
iHainicr crooks, and youll get chased out of town. And nu 
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"-you're rij^t, Babbitt, I've been gcdiig crooked, bat now I'm 
going straigbt, and the fint step will be to get a job Id some 
e where the boss doesa't talk about Ideals. Bad lock, old 
^ dear, and you can stkk your job up the sewerl" 

Babbitt sat for a long time, alternately raging, "111 bave 
him arrested," and yearning "I wonder — No, I've never done 
anything that wasn't neceaury to keep the \nieels of Progress 
moving." 

Next day he hired in Graffs place Frits Weiltnger, the sales 
man of his most injurious rival, the East Side Homes and De- 
velq>ment Company, and thus at once annoyed his competitor 
and acquired an CKcllent man. Young Fritz was a cnriy- 
headed, mviy, tennis-playing younger. He made customes 
wdoome to the c&a. Babbitt tbou^t of him as a son, and 
in him had mudi oomforL 



An abandoned race-track on the outskirts of Chicago, a plot 
ocelloit for factory sites, was to be sold, and Jake Oftutt asked 
Babbitt to bid on it for him. The strain of the Street Trac- 
tion deal and bis disappointment in Stanley Graff bad so 
shaken Babbitt that he fotmd it hard to sit at bis desk and 
concmtrate. He proposed to bis family, "Look here, folksl 
Do you know who's going to trot up to Chicago for a couple 
of days — ^just weA-end; won't lose but one day of school-^ 
know who's going with that celebrated business-ambassador, 
George F. Babbitt? Why, Mr. Theodore Roosevelt Babbitt I" 

"Hurrayl" Ted shouted, and "Oh, maybe the Babbitt men 
won't paint that lil ole town red I" 

And, once away from the familiar implications of home, they 
were two men together. Ted was young only in his assun^K 
tion of oldness, and the only realms, apparently, in which 
Babbitt bad a larger and more grown-up knowledge than Ted's 
were the details of real estate and ±e phrases of politics. 
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WbeB the other sages of the PoUnum BmoUng-coinpaTtment 
had left them to thonselves, Babbitt's voice did not drq) into 
the playful and otherwise offensive tone in which one addresses 
childreD but continued its overwhdming and monotoDous 
rumble, and Ted tried to imitate it in his strident tenor: 

"Gee, dad, you certainly did show up that poor boot when 
he got Sip about the League of National " 

"Wdl, the trouble with a lot of these fellows is, they singly 
dtm't know irtiat they're talking about. They don't get dowo 
to facts. . . . What do you think of Ken Escott?" 

*^'1I tell you, dad: it strikes me Ken is a nice lad; no 
^Mdal faults except he smokes too much; but slow. Lord I 
Wlqr, if we dont give him a shove the poor dumb-bell oeva 
will propose! And Rone just as bad. Slow." 

"Yes, I guess you're right. Th^e slow. They haven't 
either one of 'em got our p<p." 

"That's right. They're slow. I swear, dad, I dont know 
bow Rone got into onr famOyl 111 bet, if the truth were 
known, you were a bad old egg iriben you were a kidl" 

"WA, I wasn't so slowl" 

■^11 bet you weren'tl 111 bet yon didnt miss many tricks!*' 

"Well, when I was out with the girls I didn't spend all the 
time telling 'em about the strike in the knitting industry!" 

Th^ roared together, and together lighted cigars. 

"What are we going to do with 'em?" Babbitt consulted. 

"Gosh, I don't know. I swear, sometimes I feel like taking 
Ken aside and putting him over the junqM and sajring to htm, 
*yoang fella me lad, are you going to marry young Rone, or 
are you going to talk her to death? Here you are getting on 
toward thirty, and you're only making twenty or twenty-five 
a we^ When you going to develq> a sense of responsibility 
and get a raise? If there's anything that George F. or I can 
do to hdp you, call on us, but show a little speed, anywayl' " 

'^ell, at that, it might not he so bad if you or I talked to 
liJHi, eictpt be mi^t not understand. He's one of these hi^ 
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brows. He cant cotae down to cases and lay bis cards on dii 
taUe and talk strai^t out from tbe shoulderj like yon or I 

can." 

"Tltat^ right, he's like all the^ higbbrom." 

"That's so, Uke all of 'em." 

•^That's a fart." 

Th^ sidled, and were silent and tbougbtful and happf. 

Tbe conductor came in. He bad once called at Babbitt^ 
office, to ask about bouses. "H' are you, Mr. Babbittl We 
gcHog to bave you witb us to Cbicago? This your boy?" 

"Yes, this is my son Ted." 

"Well now, what do you know about that I Here I beoi 
thinking you were a youn^ter yourself, not a d^ over fwty, 
hardly, and you with this great big fellow!" 

"Forty? Why, brother, ni never see forty-five again!** 

"Is that a facti Wouldn't hardly 'a' thought it!" 

"Yes, sir, it's a bad give-away for the old man when he has 
to travel with a young whale like Ted berel" 

"You're right, it is." To Ted; "I suppose you're in college 
now." 

Proudly, "No, not till next fall. I'm just kind of ^i^ 
the diS'rent colleges the once-over now." 

As the conductor went on his afCable way, huge watdi-diun 
jingling against bis blue chest. Babbitt and Ted gravely caa- 
sidered colleges. They arrived at Chicago late at ni{^t; tbqr 
lay abed in the morning, rejddng, "Pretty nice not to have 
to get q> and get down to breakfast, beb?" They were stay^ 
ing at Uie nuxiest Eden Hotel, because Zenith business men 
always stayed at tbe Eden, but tb^ had dinner in the brocade 
airfl crystal Versailles Room of the Regency Hotd. Babbitt 
ordered Blue Point oysters with cocktai! sauce- a tremeodoui 
steak witb a tremendous platter of Frend] fried potatoes, \«o 
pots of coSee, tqiple pie with ice cream foe both ri than an^ 
for Ted. an extra piece of mince pie. 
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'■Hot staff) Some feed, yomig fdht" Ted admired. 

•^ohl YoQ stick arouDd with me, dd man, and 111 shew 
you a good timel" 

Tbey went to a musical comedy and nudged each other at 
the matrimonial jokes and the prohibition jokes; they paraded 
the lobby, arm in arm, between acts, and in the g^ee of bis 
fint release from the shame which dissevcn fathers and sons 
Ted chuckled, "Dad, did you ever hear the one about the 
three milliners and the judge?" 

When Ted had returned to Zenith, Babbitt was lonely. As 
he was trying to make alliance between OSutt and certain 
Milwaukee interests which wanted the race-track plot, most 
of his time was taken up in waiting for telephone calls. . . . 
Sitting on the edge of his bed, holding the portable tdepiion^ 
asking wearily, "Mr. Sagen not in yet? Didn' be leave any 
Dwasage for me? All right. 111 hold the wire." Staring at a 
atain on the wall, reflecting that it resembled a shoe, and bdng 
bored by this twentieth dlscovoy that it resembled a shoe. 
Lighting a dgarette; then, botmd to the telephone with no ash* 
tray in reach, wondering what to do with this burning meaace 
and amdously trying to toss it into the tiled bathroom. At 
last, on the tdtphone, "No message, eh? All right, 111 call 
vp again." 

One afternoon he wandered thronj^ snow-rutted streets of 
which he had never heard, streets of small tenonents and two- 
family houses and marooned cottages. It came to him that 
he had nothing to do, that there was nothing he wanted t» 
do. He was bleakly lonely In the evening, when he dined by: 
bimsdf at the Regoicy Hotel. He sat in the lobby afterward, 
m a plush chair bedecked with the Saxe-Coburg arms, lifting 
a cigar and looting for some one who would come and play 
with him and save him from thinking. In the chair next to 
him {showing the arms of Lithuania) was a faalf-familiar man, 
1 large red-faced man with pop ^es and a deficient ydlow 
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mustache. He seemed kind and insignificant, and as kmdy as 
Babbitt himself. He wore a tweed stiit and a leluctant 
oran{;e tie. 

It came to Babbitt with a t^rotechnic cnsh. The mdan- 
choly stranger was Sir Gerald Doak. 

Instinctively Babbitt rose, bumbling, "How *Tt you, Sir 
Gerald P 'Member we met in Zenith, at Charley McKelvey's? 
Babbitt's my name—real estate." ' 

"Ohl How d' you do." Sir Gerald shook hands flabbOy. 

Embarrassed, standing, wondering how be could retreat, 
Babbitt maundered, "Well, I suppose 3rou been having a great 
trip since we saw you in Zenith." 

"Quite. British Columbia and California and all over the 
place," he said doubtfully, looking at Babbitt lifelessly. 

"How did you find business conditions in British Columbia? 
Or I suppose maybe you didn't lo(± into 'em. Scenery and 
qxtrt and so cm?" 

"Scenery? Oh, capital. But business coaditions — Yov 
know, Mr. Babbitt, they're having almost as much unemidoy< 
ment ss we are." Sir Gerald was speaking warmly now. 

"So? Business conditions not so doggone good, di?" 

"No, business conditions weren't at all what I'd hoped tr 
find them." 

"Not good, eh?" 

"No, not — not really good" 

"That's a dam shame. Wdl — I siqipose you're waiting 
tar somebody to take you out to some big shindig, Sir 
Gerald." 

"Shindig? Oh. Shindig. Vo, to tell you the truth, I was 
wondering what the deuce I could do this evening. Don't 
know a soul in Tchicabgo. I wonder if you happen to know 
«4ietlier there's a good theater in this city?" 

"Good? Why say, they're ruiming grand open ri^t nowl 
I guess maybe you'd like that." 

"Eh? Eh? Went to the opera once in London. Covent 
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Garden sort of tbing. SbockiogI No, I was wondering if 
there was a good dnema — movie." 

Babbitt was sitting down, hitching his cha i r over, shouting, 
"Movie? Say, Sir Gerald, I supposed of course you had a 
raft of dames waiting to lead you out to some soiree — " 

"God forbid! " 

" — but if you havent, what do you say you and me go to 
a movie? There's a peach of a film at the Grantham: BtU 
Hart in a bandit picture." 

"Rl^t-ol Just a moment while I get my coat." 

Swdlen with greatness, slightly afraid lest the noble Mood 
of Nottingham change its mind and leave him at >any street 
comer, Babbitt paraded with Sir Gerald Doak to the movie 
palace and in ^ent bliss sat beside him, trying not to be too 
enthusiastic, lest the knight demise his adoration of six- 
shooters and broncos. At the end Sir Gerald murmured, "Jolly 
good picture, this. So awfully decent of you to take me. 
Haven't enjoyed myself so much for weeks. All these Host- 
esses — they never let you go to the cinema!" 

"The devil you sayl" Babbitt's ^>eech had lost the deli- 
cate refinement and all the broad A's with which he had 
adorned it, and become hearty and natural. "Well, I'm tickled 
to death you like it, Sir Gendd." 

They crawled past the knees of fat wc»nen into the aisle; 
they stood in the lobby waving their arms in the rite of put- 
ting on overcoats. Babbitt hinted, "Say, how about a little 
something to eat? I know a [dace where we could get a swell 
rarebit, and we m^t dig up a little drink — that is, if you 
ever touch the stuff." 

"Ratherl But why don't you come to my room? I've 
some Scotch — not half bad." 

"(Ml, I dont want to use up all your hootch. It's dam 
nice of you, but — You probably want to hit the hay." 

Sir Gerald was transformed. He was beefily yeamii^. "Oh 
really, now; I haven't had a decent evening for so long 
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Having to go to all these dances. No dunce to diacnsa fa 

and that sort of thing. Do be a good chap and come along. 

Won't you?" 

"Will I? You betl I jnst thought maybe— Say, by ffiOy, 
it does do & fellow good, doot it, to sit and viut about bnsiiMss 
conditions, after he's been to these balla and masqoaades and 
banquets and all that aodety stuff. I often fed that my in 
Zenith. Sore, you bet 111 come." 

"That's awfully nice of you." They beamed along the street 
To(^ here, old ch^, can you teQ me, do American dtia al- 
w^n keep up this dreadful social pace? All these magnificent 
parties?" 

"Go on now, quit your kiddingl Goah, you with court balls 
and functions and everything — " 

"No, really, old ch^>l Mother and I— Lady Doak, I ahooU 
say, we usually play a hand of bezique and go to bed at ten. 
Bless my soul, I couldn't keep vp your beastly pacel And 
talkingi All your American women, they know ao much — 
culture and that sixt of thing. This Mis. McKdvey— your 
friend-" 

"Yuh, old Ludle. Good kid." 

" — she asked me which of the galleries 1 liked best in Flor- 
«nce. Or was it in Firenze? Never been ic Italy In my liiel 
And primitives. Did I like primitives. Do you know what 
!be deuce a primitive is?" 

"Me? I should say notl But I know iriiat a discount for 
cash is." 

"Ratherl So do I, ty Gewgel But primitivesl" 

"Yuhl Primitivest" 

They lauded with the sound of a Boosters' luncheon. 

Sir Gerald's room was, except for his ponderous and durabh 
Rngliifh ba^, very much like the room of George F. Babbitt: 
■nd quite in the manner of Babbitt he disclosed a huge iriiisky 
flask, looked proud and bo^itable, and chuckled, "Say, tAeo, 
old chtt)." 
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It wu af to- the dUrd drink that Sr Gerald imdaimed, 
"How do yon Yankees get the notion that writing chaps like 
Bertraod Shaw and this Wells npnsent us? Tlie real l)U8i> 
neaa En^nd, we think those chaps are tndton. Both oor 
coantrles have their comic Old Aristocrat^— yon know, old 
conn^ familiea, hunting people and all that sort of thing — 
end we both have our wretched labor leaders, bat we both 
have a backbone of sound bunneis men vdio run the iriiole 
show.** 
"YoobeL Here^ totherealgDysI" 
*^*m with youl Here^ to ovrsdvesl" 
It was after the fourth drink that Sir Genid asked hmnbly, 
-'What do you think of North Dakota mntgages?" but it was 
not tin after the fifth that Babbitt b^u to call him "Jerry," 
and Sr Gerald confided, "I ny, do you mind if I pull off my 
boots?" and ecstatically stretijied his kni^itly feet, his poor, 
tired, hot, swollen feet out on the bed. 

After the sixth. Babbitt Irregularly arose. "Wen, I better 
be hiking along. Jeny, you^ a regular human being! I 
wish to thunder we'd been better acquainted in Zenith. LooUt. 
Can't you come back and stay with me a iriiile?" 

"So tony — must go to New York to-morrow. Most aw> 
ftitiy sorry, old boy. I haven't enjoyed an evening so much 
rince I've been in the SUtes. Real talk. Not all this social 
roL I'd never have let them give me the beastly title — and X 
didn't get it for nothing, eh?— Jf Td thought I'd have to talk 
to women about primitives and polol Goodisb thing to have 
tn Nottin^iam, thou^; annoyed the mayor most frif^tfulfy 
irtten I got it; and of course the missus likes it. But noboify 
calls me 'Jeny' now — " He was almost weeping. " — and 
nobody in the States has treated me like a friend till to-ni{^tl 
Good-by, old chap, good-byl Thanks awfullyl" 

"Don't mention it, Jeny. And remember whenever yon get 
to Zenith, the latch-string is always out." 
"And don't forget, old bqy, if you ever come to Nottin|}ian 
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UoOer and I iviU be fri^tfolfy ^md to see yDo. I atull tdl 
die fdlows in Nottingham your ideas about Visions and Real 
Giqra — at our next Rotaiy Club lundieon." 



BabUtt lay abed at his botd, itn« giiiiwg tbe Zenith AtUetic 
Qob asking him, "What kind of a time d^ou have in Chi* 
cago?" and his answering, "Oh, fair; ran around vith Sr 
Govld Doak a lot;" picturing himsdf meeting Ladle McKd- 
vey and admonishing her, "You're all rij^t, Mis. Mac, when 
you aren't trying to pull this bi^ibrow pose: It's just as Gcr* 
aid Doak says to me in Chicago— oh, yes, Jerry^ an old friend 
of mine — the irife and I are thinking of mnniog Qver to Eng- 
land to stay with Jerry in his castle, next year — and be said 
to me, 'Georgie, old bean, X like Ludle first-tate, but yon anj 
me, George, we got to make her get over this hi^ty-ti^fy^ 
booptediddle way she'b got" 

But that evening a thing happened whidi wrecked his pride. 



At the Regency Hotd dgar-counter he fell to talking with 
a wilesman of pianos, and they dined together. Babbitt was 
filled with friendliness and well-being. He enjoyed the got- 
geousness of the dining-room: the dutoddlera, the looped bro- 
cade curtains, the portraits of Frendi kings against pandb of 
iplded oak. He enjoyed the crowd: pret^ women, good solid 
fdlows lAo were "liberal spenders." 

He 9q>ed. He stared, and turned away, and stared again. 
Three tables off, with a doubtful swt of woman, a woman at 
once cay and withered, was Paul Riesling, and Paul was st^ 
posed to be in Akron, selling tar-roofing. Ihe woman was tap- 
ping his hand, mooning at him and giggling. Bablntt felt duit 
be had encountered something involved and hannful, Fao) 
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■MS talking with the r^ esgerness of a nun -wbo is tdling his 
mnibles. He was concentrated on the woman's faded ^es. 
Once he held her hand and once, blind to the other guests, 
he puckered his lips as thou^ he was pretending to kisa her. 
Babbitt had so strong an impulse to go to Paul that he could 
fed his body uncoiling, his shoulders moving, but be felt, 
desperately, that he must be diplomatic, and not till he saw 
Paul paying the check did he bluster to the piano-salesman, 
"By golly — friend of mine over there — 'scuse me second— just 
a^y hdlo to him." 

He touched Paul's shoulder, and cried, "Wdl, when did vmt 
hit townP" 

Paul glared up at him, face hardening. "Ob, hdlo, George. 
Thou^t you'd goat back to Zenith." He did not introduce 
his coiiq>ani(m. Babbitt peq>ed at her. She was a flabbily 
pretty, weakly flirtatbus woman of forty-two or three, in an 
atrocious flowery hat. Her rouging was thorough but un- 
Bkaful. 

"Where you staying, Paulibus?" 

The woman turned, yawned, examined her nails. She se«ned 
accustomed to not being introduced. 

Paul grumbled, "Campbell Inn, on the South Side." 

"Alone?" It sounded insinuating. 

"YesI Unfc»iunatdyl" Furiously Paul turned toward ihe 
woman, smiling with a fondness sickening to Babbitt. "Mayl 
Want to introduce you. Mrs. Arnold, this Is my old — acquf^n- 
tance, George Babbitt." 

"Pleasmeech," growled Babbitt, while she gurgled, "Oh, I'm 
very pleased to meet any friend of Mr. Riesling's, I'm sure." 

Babbitt demanded, "Be back there later this evening, Paul^ 
III drop down and see you." 

"No, better — We better lunch together to-morrow." 

"All rig^t, but I'll see you to-ni^t, too, Paul 111 go dowD 
to your hotel, and I'll wait for youl" 
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Hi Bat ffw v>Vttig with the piuio-salesnian, cltn ^ng to the 
mrm refuge of gossip, afnid to ventore ioto thoo^ts of 
FkuI. He WB8 the more affable od the surface as secretly be 
became more apprehensive, fdt more hollow. He was oertahi 
that Paul was in Chicago without Zilla's knowledge, and that 
be was doing thmgs not at all moral and secure. When the 
)ffil»BiiM^ii yawned that he had to write up his mders, BaUntt 
left him, left the hotd, in leisurely calm. But savagdy be laid 
"Campbell Inol" to the taxi-driver. He sat agitated oo the 
flliiq>ery leather seat, in that chill dimness which smelled of 
dint and perfume and Turkish dgarettes. He did not beed the 
snowy lake-frmt, the dark spaces and sudden bri^t conien 
bi the unknown land south of the Loop. 

The office of the Campbell Inn was hard, brif^t, new; tht 
ni^t clerk harder and bri^ter. "Yep?" he said to Btfitdtt. 

"Mr. Paul Riesling registered here?" 

-tif." 

"Is he in now?" 

"Nope." 

"Then if yoall give me his key, m wait tot him." 

"Can't do that, brother. Wait down here if you wanna." 

Babbitt had ^wken with the deferenc e which all the Oaa 
of Good Fellows give to hotel clerks. Now he said with marl- 
ing abruptness: 

"I may nave to wait some time. I'm Riesling's brotfaer-in- 
law. Ill go q> to his room. D' I look like a sneak-thief?" 

His voice was low and not pleasant. With considerable 
haste the clerk took down the key, protesting, "1 never said 
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yoa looked like a sneak-Uiief. Just ndis of the botd. Bat 
if you want to — " 

On his way (qi in the elevator Babbitt wtmdered why be was 
here. Why shouldn't Paul be dining with a respectable mai^ 
ried woman? Why had he lied to the clerk about bong Paul's 
brother-in-law? He had acted like a child. He must be care- 
ful not to say foolish dramatic thinp to Paul. As be settled 
down be tried to look pompous and pladd. Then the 
tboufl^t — Suicide. He'd been dreading Uiat, without know* 
Ing it. Paul would be just the person to do something like 
that He must be out of his head or he wouldn't be confiding 
io that — that dried-tqi hag. 

Zilla (oh, damn ZiUal bow gjadly he'd throttle that nnggi'ig 
fiend of a woman!) — she'd probably succeeded at last, and 
driven Tavl craiy. 

Suicide. Out there In the lake, way out, beyond the piled 
Ice aloi^ the shore. It would be ghutly cold to drop into the 
water to-ni^t. 

Or — throat cut — in the bathroom — 

Babbitt flung into Paul^ bathroom. It was tsap^. He 
smiled, feebly. 

He pulled at his choking collar, lotted at his watch, opened 
the window to stare down at the street, looked at his watch, 
tried to read the eveoiog paper lying on the ^ass-topped bur- 
eau, looked again at his watch. Three minutes had gone by 
•faKc be had first looked at it. 

And be waited for three hours. 

He was sitting fiaed, chilled, iriien the doorknob turned. 
Ttvi came in glowering. 

"Hello," Paul said. "Been waiting?** 

"Yuh, Uttle whfle." 

•^eU?" 

"Well what? Just tbou^t I'd drop in to see how jaa 
flsade out in Akron." 

-'I did all rigbt What difference does it make?" 
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"Wby, gosh, Panl, wb&t are you sore tboot?** 

"What are you butting into my aSaiis for?" 

"Why, Paul, that's no way to talkl I'm not butting into 
nothing. I was so glad to see 3rour ugiy old phiz that I just 
dro|^>ed in to say bowdy." 

"Wdl, I'm not going to have anybody following me annmd 
and trying to boss me. I've had all of that I'm going to standi" 

"WeU, g(»b, I'm not—" 

"I didn't like the way you lodged at llay Arnold, or the 
snooty way you talked." 

"WeU, all ri^t tbeni If you think I'm a battinsky, then 
111 just butt inl I don't know who your May Amdd is, but 
I know doggone good and well that you and hex wsen't talking 
about tar-roofing, no, nor about playing the violin, ndthert If 
you haven't got any moral consideration for yourself, you ou^t 
to have some for your position in the community. The idea of 
your going around places gawping into a female's ^es like m, 
love-sick pupl I can understand a fellow slipping once, but 
I don't prcpose to see a fellow that's been as chummy with me 
as you have getting started on the downward path and sneak- 
ing off from his wife, even as cranky a one as Zilla, to go 
woman-chasing — " 

"Oh, you're a perfectly moral little husbandl" 

"I am, by God! I've never looked at any woman acept 
Hjrra since I've been married — practically — and I never wQll 
I tell you there's nothing to immorali^. It don't pay. Cant 
you see, old man, it just makes Zilla still crankier?" 

Slight of resolution as he was of body, Paul threw his snow- 
beaded overcoat on the floor and crouched on a flimsy cane 
chair. "Oh, you're an old blowhard, and you know less about 
morality than Tioka, but you're all right, Georpe. But you 
can't understand that — I'm through. I can't go ZSBa.'s haia- 
mering any ionger. She's made up her mind that I'm a devil, 
and — Reglar Inquisition. Torture. She enjoys it. It's a 
game to aee bow sore she can make me. And me, other it^ 
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find a little osnfort, any comfort, aoywhere, or else do some- 
thing a lot woise. Nov this Mrs. Arnold, she's not so young, 
but she's s fine woman and she understands a fellow, and 
she's had her own troubles." 

"Yea! I suppose she's one of these bens whose husband 
'doesn't understand hei'I" 

"I don't know. Maybe. He was lulled in the war." 

Babbitt lumbered up, stood beside Paul patting his shoul- 
der, making soft q>ologetic noises. 

"Honest, George, she's a fine woman, and she's bad one heQ 
of a time. We manage to jolly each other up a lot. We tdl 
each other we're the dandiest pair on earth. Maybe we don't 
bdieve it, but it helps a lot to have somebody with whom you 
can be perfectly simple, and not all this discussing — explain 

fag-" 

"And that's as far as you go?" ' 

"It is noti Goon! Say itl" 

''Well, I dont— I cant say I like it, but—" With a burst 
which left him feeling large and shining with generosity, 
"it's none of my dam business! Ill do anything I can for 
you, if there's anything I can do." 

"There might be. I judge from SUa's letters that 've been 
forwarded from Akron that she's getting suspicious about my 
staying away so long. She'd be perfectly capable of having 
me shadowed, and of coming to Chicago and busting into a 
hotd dining-room and bawling me out before everybody." 

"Ill take care of Zilla. Ill hand her a good fairy-story when 
I get back to Zenith." 

"I don't know— I don't think you better try it. You're 
a good fellow, but I don't know that diplomacy is your strong 
ft»nt." Babbitt looked hurt, then irritated. "I mean with 
women I With women, I mean. Course they got to go some 
to beat you in business diplomacy, but I Just mean with 
women. Zilla may do a lot of rough talking, but she's pret^ 
direwd. She'd have the itoiy out of you in no time." 
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"Wdl, all ti^t, bat^" Babbitt was still pjttbetfa: at not 
being allowed to play Secret Agent Paul soothed: 

"Course maybe yon mi^t tell ber yoa'd beat in Akm mad 
seen me there." 

"Why, sure, you betl Don't I have to go look at that candy- 
store property in Akron? Don't I? Ain't it a shame I have 
to stop off there whoi I'm so anxious to get home? Ain't it 
a regular shame? Illsayitist 111 say it's a doggone shamel" 

"Fine. But ia glory hsUelujah's sake don't go putting any 
fancy fixings on the story. When men lie they always try 
to make it too artistic, and that's iriiy womai get suspicious. 
And — Let's have a drink, Georgie. I've got some gjn and 
a little vermouth." 

The Paul wbo normally rrinsed a second cocktail toc^ a 
second now, and a third. He became red-eyed and thid- 
tongued. He was embarrassingly jocular and salacious. 

In the tazlcab Babbitt incredulously found tears crowding 
faito bis eyes. 



He had not told Paul of his plan but he did stop at Akron, 
between trains, for the one purpose of sending to Zilla a post- 
card with "Had to come here for the day, ran into Paul." In 
Zenith be called on her. If for public appearances Zilla was 
over-coiSed, over-painted, and resolutdy corseted, for private 
misery she wore a filthy blue dressing-gown and torn stocking 
thrust into streaky pink satin mules. Her face was simken. 
She seemed to have but half as much hair as Babbitt remem- 
bered, and that half was stringy. She sat in a rocker amid a 
debris of candy-boxes and cheap magazines, and she sounded 
dolorous when she did not sound derisive. But Babbitt mt 
exceedit^y breezy: 

"Well, well, Zil, old dear, having a good loaf while hubby^ 
away? That's the ideal 111 bet a hat Myra never got iv 
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tSl ten, irtdle I ma in Chiaigo. Ssy, conU I borrow yoor 
thermos — just dnqiped in to see if I could borrow your thermos 
bottle. We're going to have a toboggan puty — want to tolce 
some coffee mit. Oh, did you get my card from Akron, saying 
I'd nm into Paul?" 

"Yes. What was he doing?" 

"How do you mean?" He unbuttoned his overcoat, sat tta- 
tatively on the arm of a chair. 

"You know bow I meanl" She slapped the pages of a m^- 
azine with an irritable clatter. "I sii[^>o»e he was trying to 
make love to some hotel waitress or manicure girl or some- 
body." 

"Hang It, you're always letting on that Paul goes round 
cha^ng skirts. He doesn't, in the first place, and if he did, 
It would probly be because you keep hinting at bim and ding- 
ing at bim so much. I hadn't meant to, Zilla, but since Paul 
k away, in /.kron — '' 

"He really is is Akron? I know he has some horrible woman 
that be writes to in Chicago." 

"Didn't I tell you I saw him in Akron? What "re jrou trying 
to do? Make me out a liar?" 

"No, but I just — I get so worried." 

"Now, there you arel That's wbat gets met Hoe you love 
Paul, and yet you plague him and cuss him out as if yen 
bated him. I simply cant understand why it is that the more 
some folks love pet^le, the harder they try to make 'em ndft- 
arable." 

"You love Ted and Rone— I sappcae — and yet yon nag 
them." 

"Oh. Wen. That. That's different. Besides, I don't nag 
'emL Not what you'd call nagging. But nze saying: Now, 
here's Paul, the nicest, most sensitive critter on God's green 
earth. You ought to be ashamed of yourself the way you pan 
bim. Why, you talk to him like r washerwoman. I'm sur- 
prised you can act so doggoie common, 2UUal " 



D.n.iized by Google 



356 BABBITT 

£3ie brooded over her linked fingen. *HXi, I know. I do gc 
and get mean sw&etinks, and I'm sorry afterwards. Bat, ok^ 
Georgie, Paul is so aggravating! Honestly, I've tried awfaDy 
hard, these last few years, to be nice to faim, but just becanse 
I Dsed to be q>iteful— or I seemed so; I wasn't, really, bat 
I used to speak up and aay anjrtbing that came into my head — 
and so he mad« up his onnd that evaything was my bolt. 
Everytbing can't always be my fault, can it? And now if I 
ftt to fussing, he Just tarns silent, oh, so dreadfully sSent, 
•od he won't look at me — he just ignores me. He simply isn't 
homanl And be deliberate keeps it up till Z bust out and 
Bay a lot of thin^ I don't mean. So silent — Ob, you ri^t- 
eous meni How wicked you are] How rotten wickedl" 

Ihey thrashed things over and over for half an hoar. At 
the end, weeping drably, ZtUa prcunised to restrain hersdf . 

Paul returned four days later, and the Babbitts and Rio- 
Ifaigs went festively to the movies and had du^ sney at a 
Chinese restaurant As they walked to the restaurant throng^ 
a street of tailor shops and barber shops, the two wives in fnmt, 
chattering about cooks, Babbitt murmured to Paul, "Zfl seenv 
a lot nicer now." 

"Yes, she has been, except once w twice. But it's too late 
BOW. I jnst — I'm not going to discuss it, but I'm afraid of 
her. Th««'& nothing left. I don't ever want to see b(^ 
Some day I'm going to break away from her. Somdbow.'' 
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Tee International Organization of Boosters' Gubs has b6* ' 
come a world-foice for optimism, manly pleasantry, and good . 
business. Chapters are to be found now in thirty countries. 
Nine hundred and twenty of the thousand chapters, however, 
are in the United States. 

None of these is more ardent than the Zenith Boosters' Dub. 

The second March lunch of the Zenith Boosters was the 
most important of the year, as it was to be followed by the 
annual election of of&cers. There was agitation abroad. The 
lunch was held in the ballroom of the Olleam House. As 
each of the four hundred Boosters entered he took from a wall- 
board a huge celluloid button announcing his name, his nick- 
name, and his business. There was a fine of ten cents fw 
calling a Fellow Booster by anything but his nickname at a 
lunch, and as Babbitt jovially checked his hat the air was 
radiant with shouts of "Hello, Chetl" and "How're yon, 
Shortyl" and "Top o' the momin', Mac!" 

They sat at friendly tables for dght, choosing places by loL 
Babbitt was irith Albert Boos the merchant tailor, Hectw 
Seybcdt of the Little Sweetheart Condensed Milk Conqwny, 
Emil Wengert the jeweler, Professor Pumphrey of the Rite- 
way Business College, Dr. Walter Gorbutt, Roy Teegarten the 
photographer, and Ben Berkey the photo-engraver. One of 
the merits of the Boosters' Gub was that only two perstHis 
from each department of business were permitted to join, so 
that you at once encountered the Ideals of other occupations, 
and realized the metaphyseal oneness of all occupaticHO — 
plumbing and portait-painting, metUdne and the manufactora 
of chewing-gum. 
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Babbitt's table was particularly happy to-day, becaose Vio- 
feaaor Pumphrey had just had a birthday, and ma therefore 
opoi to teasing. 

"Let's pun^ Pun^ about how old he isl" said Emil Wengert. 

"No, let's paddle him with a dancing-pump 1" said Bea 
Berkey. 

But it was Babbitt who had the a;^use, with "Don't talk 
about pumpa to that guyl The only pump he knows is a bot- 
tlel Honest, they tell me he's starting a class in hMue-brewing 
at the ole collegel" 

At each place was the Boosters' Club booklet, listing the 
members. Though the object of the club was good-fellowship, 
yet they never lost sight of the inqwrtance of doing a little 
more business. After each name was the member's occupation. 
Th«e were scores of advertisements in the booklet, and on one 
page the admonition: "There's no rule that you have to trade 
with your Fellow Boosters, bot get wise, b<^ — ^what's the use 
of letting all this good money get outside of our ha[f>y fam- 
bly?" And at each place, to-day, thoe was a present; a card 
printed in artistic red and black: 

SERVICE AND BOOSTERISU 

Service finda it* finest opportunity and development 
only in iti bromdejt and deepeit applicmtion uid die 
consideration of its perpetual action upon ruction. I 
believe the highest type of Service, like the most pro- 
gressiTe tenets of ethics, senses unceasingly and i> 
motived by active adherence and loyalty to that whkb 
is the essential principle of Boosterism— Good Gticen- 
abtp in all its factors and aspects. 

Dad Pnaasait. 

Compliments of Dadbury Petersen Advertinng Corfk 
"Ads, not Fads, at Dad's" 

The Boosters all read Mr. Peterson's aphnism and aaid 
they undostood it perfectly. 
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Tlie meeting opened with the regular mAfy "stunts." Re- 
tiring President VergO Guncb was in the chair, his stiff hair 
like s hedge, his voice like a brazen gong of festival. Members 
iriio had brought guests introduced than publicly. "This tall 
red-beaded piece of misinformation is the sporting editw of 
the Press," said Willis Ijams; and H. H. Hazen, the druggist, 
chanted, "Boys, when you're on a Icmg motor tour and finally 
get to a romantic spot or scene and draw up and remark to the 
wife, 'Tliis is certainly a romantic place,' it sends a glow right 
vp and down your vertebne. Well, my guest to-day is frtxn 
such a place, Harper's Ferry, Virginia, in the beautiful South- 
land, with montHies of good old General Robert E. Lee and of 
that biave soul, John Brown who, like every good Boaster, 
goes marching on — " 

lliere were two e^iedally distinguished guests: the leading 
fluu of the "Bird of Paradise" conqnny, plajring this week at 
the Dodsworth Theater, and the mayor of Zenith, the Hon. 
Locas Prout. 

Vergil Guoch thundered, "When we manage to grab this 
cdrimted The^ian off his lovely aggregation of beautiful ac- 
tresses — and I got to admit I butted ri^t into his dressing- 
room and UM him bow the Boosters qipredated the hi^-dass 
artistic performance he's giving us — and don't forget that the 
treasurer of the Dodsworth is a Booster and will aiqiredate our 
patronage — and when on top of that we yank Hizzonor out of 
his multifarious duties at City Hall, then I fed we've done our- 
selves [Vond, and Mr. Prout will now say a few w(»ds about 
the problems and duties — " 

By rising vote the Boosters decided irtdch was the hand- 
aomest and wliich the ugliest guest, and to each of than was 
given a bunch of carnations, donated, President Gunch noted, 
by Brother Booster H. G. Yeager, the Jennifer Avenue florist 

Each week, in rotation, four Boosters were privil^ed to 
obtain the pleasures of generosity and of publicity by donating 
goods ot services to four fellow-membai, chosen by lot. There 
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was IftQ^ter, this wtA, iriien it was annoonced that one of 
the coatribut<n? was Barnabas Joy, the undertaker. Eveiy- 
body whiq>ered, "I can think of a coupla good guys to be 
buried if his donation is a free funeral! " 

Through all these diversions the Boosters were Itmching on 
duckei croquettes, peas, fried potatoes, coffee, apple pie, and 
American cheese. Gunch did not lump the speeches. Prcs- 
eaity he called on the visiting secretary of the Zenith Rotary 
Club, a rival organization. The secretary had the <&tinction 
of possessing State Motor Car License Number 5. 

The Rotary secretary laoghtn^y admitted that wher^vr 
he drove in the state so low a number created a sensation, 
and "though it was pret^ nice to have the honor, jret traffic 
cops remembered it only too dam well, and sometinus be 
didn't know but what he'd almost as soon have just plain 
856,876 or something like that Only let any doggone Booster 
try to get Number 5 away from a live Rotarian next year, and 
watch the fur fiyi And if they'd permit him, he'd wind vp 
by calling for a cheer for the Boosters and Rotarians and the 
Kiwanis all together 1" 

Babbitt sig^wd to Professor Pun^hrey, "Be pretty nice to 
have as low a numbn as that! Everybody 'd say, 'He must 
be an inqrartant guy I' Wonder how he got it? Ill bet he 
wined and dined the superintendent of the Motor License 
Bureau to a fare-you-welll" 

Then Chum Frink addressed them: 

"Some of you may fed that it's out of place here to talk 
on a strictly highbrow and artistic subject, but I want to omue 
out flatfooted and ask you bc^ to O.K. the proportion of m 
Symphony Orchestra tw Zenith. Now, where a lot of yon 
make your mistake is In assuming that if you dont like clas- 
sical music and all that junk, you ought to cqipose it. Now, 
I want to confess that, though I'm a literary guy by profesuon, 
I don't care a r^ for all this long-haired music I'd rather 
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hstcn to a good jazz band ai^ dme than to some piece by 
Beethoven that hasn't any more tune to it than a bunch of 
fighting cats, and you couldn't whistle it to save your Ufel 
But that Isn't the point. Culture has become as necessary an 
adornment and advertisement for a d^ to-day as pavements 
or banh-dearances. It's Culture, in theaters and art-galleries 
and so on, that brings thousands of visitors to New York 
every year and, to be frank, for all our ^lendid attainments 
we haven't yet got the Culture of a New York <x Chicago <w 
Boston — or at least we don't get the credit for it. The thing ' 
to do then, as a live bunch of go-getters, is to capitatise Clo- 
ture; to go right out and grab it. 

"Picttires and books are fine for those that have the time 
to study 'em, but they don't shoot out tm the road and holler 
'This is what little old Zenith can put up in the way of Culture.' 
That's predsdy what a S^rmphoiQr Orchestra does do. Look at 
the credit Minneapolis and Cindnnati get. An orchestra with 
first-class musickers and a swell conductor — and I believe we 
ou^t to do the thing up l»own and get one of the bigjiest-paid 
conductors on the market, providing he ain't a Hun — it goes 
right into Beantown and New York and Washington; it plays 
at the best theaters to the most cultured and moneyed people; 
it gives such dass-advertising as a town can get in no othtf 
way; and the guy who is so short-sighted as to crab this orch- 
estra proposition is passing vp the chance to impress the 
glorious name of Zenith on some big New York millionaire 
that mi^t — that might establish a branch factory berel 

"I could also go into the fact that for our dau^ters irtio 
show an intovst in hight)row music and may want to teach it, 
having an Ai local organization is of great b«iefit, but let's 
keep this on a practical basis, and I call on you good brothers 
to wboop it up for Culture and a World-beating ^yia^biaay 
Orchestral" 

They ^qilaaded. 
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To a rustle of ddtemeot Prendent Gnnch prod^med, 
"Gentlemen, we will now proceed to the annual dectun of 
officers." For each of the six offices, three amdidates bad 
been chosen by a committee. The second name among the 
candidates for vice-president was Babbitt's. 

He was surprised. He looked aelf-conscious. His heart 
pounded. He was still more agitated when the ballots were 
counted and Gunch said, '^t^ a pleasure to announce that 
Georgie Babbitt will be the next assistant gavd-widder. X 
know of no man who stands more stanchly for onnmon sense 
and enterprise than good old GetMrge. Come on, let^ ^ve 
him our best long yelll" 

As they adjourned, a hundred men crushed in to slap his 
badu Ba had never known a higher mcment He drove 
away b a blur of wonder. He lunged into his office, chud^ 
ling to Miss McGoun, "Well, I guess you better congrstulat» 
your boasi Been elected vic&ftresident of the BoostersI" 

He was disa^^xanted. She answered only, "Yes— Ob, Mr& 
Babbitt's been trying to get you cm the ^dxme." But the 
new jMlfflmati, Fritz Weilinger, taid, "By goDy, chief, say, 
that's great, that's perfectly greati I'm tuiled to deathi 
Congratulations I " 

Babbitt called the bouse, and crowed to his mfe, "Heazd 
you were trying to get me, Mjrta. S17, you got to hand h 
to little Geor^, this tiroel Better talk carefoll Von an 
DOW addressing the vice-prerident of the Btwateis* Qubl" 

"Oh, Georgie—" 

"Pretty tuce, huh? WlUs IJams b the new president, bm 
irtien he's away, little ole Oetx^ takes the gavd and whoopi 
\ai op and introduces the ^)eakeis-'^u matter if tb^Ye the 
governor himself — and — " 

"Georgel ListenI " 

"—it pots him In solid with Ug nea lika Doc ] 

H>orgel Paul RksUos-^ 
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*^e8, sine, 111 ^dione Paul and let him know about it right 
away." 

"Geor^el listenl Paul's in jail. He shot his wife, he 
shot Zilla, this docmi. She may not live." 
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He drove to the City Prison, not blindly, but with imasiibt 
fussy care at comers, the fussiness of an old woman pottiag 
plants. It kept him from facing the obscenity of fate. 

The attendant said, "Naw, you can't see any of Uie pt»- 
osers till three-thirty — ^visiting-hour." 

It was three. For half an hour Babbitt sat looking at a 
calendar and a dock on a whitewashed wall. The chair was 
hard and mean and creaky. People went through the office 
and, he thought, stared at him. He felt a belligerent defiance 
irtiich broke into a wincing fear of this machine which was 
grinding Paul — Paul — 

Exactly at balf-past three be sent in his name. 

The attendant returned with "Riesling says he don't want 
to see you." 

"You're crazyl You didn't give him my name! Tdl him 
it's George wants to see him, George Babbitt." 

"Yub, I told him, all ri^t, all right 1 He said he didn't 
want to see you." 

"Tbta take me in airway." 

"Nothing doing. If you ain't his lawyer, if be don't want 
to see you, that's all there is to it." 

"But, my God — Say, let me see the warden." 

"He's busy. Come on, now, you — " Babbitt reared over 
him. The attendant hastily changed to a coaxing "You can 
come back and try to-mwrow. Probably the poor gt^ is oS 
his nut." 

Babbitt drove, not at all carefully or fussily, sliding viciously 
past trucks, ignormg the truckmen's curses, to the City Hall; 
=64 
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be 9U)|q>ed with a grind of wheels sgainst the curb, snd ran iq) 
the marble stcpa to the c^e of the Hon. Mr. Lucas Front, 
the mayor. He bribed the mayor's doorman with a dollar; 
he was uistantly inside, demanding, "You remember me, Mr. 
Prout? Babbitt — ^vice-president of the Boosters — campaigned 
for you? Say, have you heard about poor Riesling? Well, 
I want an order on the warden or whatever you call um of 
the City Prison to take me back and see him. Good. Thanks." 

In fifteen minutes he was pounding down the prison cor- 
ridor to a cage whae Paul Riesling sat on a cot, twisted like 
an old beggar, legs crossed, arms in a knot, biting at his 
clenched fist. 

Paul looked up blankly as the keeper unlocked the cell, ad- 
mitted Babbitt, and left them together. He ^x)ke slowly: 
"Go on I Be moral I" 

Babbitt plumped on the couch beside him. "I'm not going 
to be morall I don't care what bappenedl I just want to 
do anything I can, I'm glad Zilla got what was coming to 
her." 

Paul said argomentativdy, "Now, don't go jumping on 
Zilla. I've been thinking; maybe she haant bad any too easy ■ 
a time. Just after I shot her — I didn't hardly mean to, but 
she got to deviling me so I went cra^, just for a second, and 
pulled out that old revolver you and I used to shoot rabbits 
with, and took a crack at her. Didn't hardly mean to — After 
that, ^en I was trying to stt^ the blood — It was terrible 
wiiat it did to her shoulder, and she had beautiful skin — 
Maybe she won't die. I hi^>e it won't leave her skin all 
scarred. But just afterward, when I was bunting through 
the bathroom for some cotton to stop the blood, I ran onto a 
little tva^ yellow duck we hung on the tree one Christmas, 
and I remembered she and I'd been awfully haptv then — 
Hell. I can't hardly believe it's me here." As Babbitt's ann 
tightoied about his shoulder, Paul sighed, "I'm glad you came. 
But I thouf^t maybe you'd lecture me, and when you've com- 
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mitted a murder, and been bron^t here and everythii^ — dwe 
was a big crowd outside the apartrnml house, all staring, and 
the cops took me throu^ it — Oh, I'm not going to talk 
tiwut it any mc«e." 

But he went on, in a moootonous, terrified insane mom- 
ble. To divert him Babbitt said, "Why, you gat a scar on 
your cbe^." 

"Yes. That's where the cop hit me. I si^^Mse cops get 
a lot of fun out of lecturing murderers, too. He was a big 
fellow. And they wouldn't let me hdp cany ffllla down to 
the ambuhince." 

"Paull Quit iti Listen: she won't die, and «4ien it's al* 
over you and 111 go off to Maine agaht And maybe we can 
get that May Arnold to go along. Ill go iq> to Chicago and 
ask her. Good woman, by golly. And afterwards 111 see 
that you get started in business out West somewhere, maybe 
Seattle — they say that's a lovdy dty." 

Paul was half smiling. It was Babbitt wbo rambled now. 
He could not tell whether Paul was heeding, but he droned 
on till the coming of Paul's lawyer, P. J. Maxwell, a thin, buqr, 
unfriendly man who nodded at Babbitt and hinted, "If Riesling 
and I could be alone for a moment — " 

Babbitt wrung Paul's hands, and waited in the (rffice tQl 
Maxwell came pattering out. "Look, old man, what can I 
do?" be begged. 

"Nothing. Not a thing. Not just now," said Maxwdl. 
"Sorry. Got to hurry. And don't try to see him. I've had 
the doctor give him a shot of moiphine, so hell sleq>." 

It seemed somehow wicked to return to the office. Babbitt 
felt as though be had just come from a funeral. He drifted 
out to the City Hospital to inquire about ZQla. She was not 
likely to die, he learned. The bullet from Paul's huge cdd .44 
army revolver had smashed her shoulder aitd torn upward and 
out. 

He wandered home and found his wife radiant with the hocw 
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md sodden and ovenriieliniog new teadmoi^, Actiully, the 
trial occupied less than fifteen minutes, largdy filled with the 
evidence of doctors that ZilU would recover and that Paul 
must have oeen tenqKHarily insane. Neit day Paul was sen- 
tenced to three yeais in the State Penitentiary and taken off— 
quite undramatically, not handcuffed, merely plodding in a 
tired way beside a cheerful deputy sheriff — and alter saying 
good-by to him at the station Babbitt returned to his otficft 
to realize that be faced a world niiidi, without Paul, war 
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CHAPTER XXUI 



Bm was hasy, frmn Mardi to Jnne. He kept Umsdf fram 
tiw bewQdenneiit of thinking. His wife and the nri tfa b o re 
Wtxt generous Evety evening be played bridge or attoided 
the movies, and the days were blank of face and silent. 

In June, Mrs. Babbitt and Tinka went East, to stay with 
relatives, and Babbitt was free to do — be was not quite sore 
irtiat. 

All day long after their departure he thou^t of the eman- 
cipated bouse in which he could. If be desired, go mad and 
curse the gods without having to keep vp a husbandly tiuat. 
He considered, "I could have a regHar par^ to-nigbt; stay oat 
till two and not do any explaining afterwards. CbeersI" He 
tdepbmed to Vergil Gunch, to Eddie Swanson. Both of them 
were engaged for the evming, and suddenly he was bored by 
having to take so much trouble to be riotous. 

He was silent at dinnor, unusually kindly to Ted and Ver- 
ona, hesitating but not disapproving when Verona stated her 
(pinion of Kenneth Escott's (pinion of Dr. John Jennison 
Drew's opini(Hi of the opinions of the evolutionists. Ted was 
working in a garage throu^ the summer vacation, and he r^ 
lated bis daily triun^hs: how he had found a cracked ball- 
race, what he had said to the Old Grouch, what he had said to 
the foreman about the future of wirdess telephony. 

Ted and Verona went to a dance after dinner. Even the 
maid was out. Rarely had Babbitt been alone in the house 
for an entire evening. He was restless. He vaguely wanted 
something more diverting than the new^)aper comic strips to 
read. He ambled up to Veronal room, sat cm her maidenly 
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Une and iriiite bed, hummhig and gnrnting In a aolid-dtlaen 
muiner aa he exaadned her books: Conrad's "Rescue," a 
vdume strangely named "Figures of Earth," poetry (quite 
iiregular poetry, Babbitt tbou^t) by Vachd Lindsay, and 
essays by H. L. Mencken — highly inqirqier essays, making 
fun of the chnrch and all the decencies. He liked none of the f 
books. In them be fdt a spirit of rebellion against nicencsa 
and solid-dtisen^p. Tbeac authors — and he supposed they 
were famous ones, too — did not seem to care about telliog a 
good story which would enable a fdlow to forget his troubles. 
He sighed. He noted a book, "llie Three Black Pennys," l^ 
Josei^ Hergesheimer. Ah, that was something like iti It 
woold be an adventure story, maybe about counterfeiting — 
detectives sneaking up on the old bouse at night. He tucked 
the book under his arm, he dumped downstairs and solemnly 
began to read, under the piano-lamp: 

"A twilight like blue dust sifted into the shallow fold of 
the thickly wooded hills. It was early October, but a crisping 
frost had already stamped the maple trees with gold, the Span- 
ish oaks were hung with patches of wine red, the sumach was 
brilliant in the darkening underbrush. A pattern of wild geese, 
Sying low and unconcerned above the hills, wavered against 
the serene ashen evening. Howat Penny, standing in the com- 
parative clearing of a road, decided that the shifting regular 
fli^t would not come close enou^ for a shot. ... He had no 
intention of hunting the geese. With the drooping of day his 
keenness had evaporated; an habitual indiBerence strength- 
ened, permeating him. . . ." 

There it was again: discontent with the good common ways. 
Babbitt laid down the book and listened to the stillness. The 
inner doors of the house were open. He heard from the kitchen 
the ^teady drip of the reMgerator, a rhythm donanding and 
disquieting. He roamed to the window. The summer evening 
Was foggy and, seen throng the wire screes, the street lamps 
were crosses of pale fire. The vriwle world was abnormal 
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Wli0e Ik brooded, Venma and Ted came in and went np to 
bed. SQence thickened in tbe detping honae. He put on his 
hat, his respectable derby, lifted a cigar, and walked up and 
down before the house, a portly, worthy, unima^native figure, 
humming "SHver Threads among the GoU." He casually coo- 
sidered, "Might call up Paul." Then be remembered. He 
saw Paul in a jailbird's unifonn, but idiile he agonized be 
didn't believe the tale. It was part of the tmreali^ of tins 
fog-enchanted evening. 

If she were here Myra would be hinting, "Isn't it late, Geor- 
fftf" He traiiq>ed in fwlmn and unwanted freedom. Fog Ud 
the house now. The world was uncreated, a chaos without tnr* 
moil or desire. 

Tbrouf^ the mist came a man at so feverish a pace that be 
•eemed to dance with fury as he entered the oth of gjow from 
Astreet-lan^. At each st(p he brandished his stick and brought 
It down with a crash. His glasses on their broad pretentioai 
ribbon banged against bis stomach. Babbitt increduloualy 
saw that it was Chum Frink. 

Frink st<q>ped, focused bis vision, and apcdte with gravi^; 

"There's another fool. Gewge Babbitt Lives for renting 
howshes — Chouses. Know yrba I am? I'm traitor to poetzy. 
I'm drunk. I'm talking too much. I dont care. Know iriia* 
I could 've been? I could *ve been a Gene Field or a James 
Wbitcomb Riley. Maybe a Stevenson. I could *ve. Whim' 
sies. 'Magination. Lissen. Lissen to this. Just made it 19. 

Glittering summery meadowy noiie 

Of beetles and burnt and mpectable boy). 

Hear that? Whimzb — i^msy. I made that up. I don^ 
know what it means 1 Beginning good verse. Chile's Gardes 
Verses. And wbadi write? Tripel Cheei-iq> poema. AD 
trqwl Could have written— Too latel" 
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He darted od irith an alarming phmge, wffnring always to 
pitch forward yet never quite falling. Babbitt would have been 
BO more astonished and no less had a ^ost skipped out of the 
fog canying his head. He accepted Frink with vast ^latlqr; 
be grunted, "Poor boob I" and straightway forgot him. 

He plodded into the house, ddiberately went to the refrig- 
erator and rifled it When Mis. Babbitt was at home, this 
was one of the major housdiold crima. He stood befwe the 
covered laundiy tubs, eating a chicken leg and half a sauor 
of ra^beny jel^, and grumbling over a clammy cold Ix^ed 
potato. He was thinking. It was coming to him that perhaps 
all life as he knew it and vigorously practised it was futile; 
that heaven as pwtrayed by the Reverend Dr. John Jennisoa 
Drew was neither probable nor voy intei-esting; that he hadn't 
moch pleasure out of making money; that it was of doubtful 
worth to rear children merely that they mi^t rear children 
irtw would rear children. What was it all about? What did 
be want? 

He blundered into the livmg-room, lay on the daveiqmrt, 
hands bdiind his head. 

What did he want? Wealth? Social position? Travd? 
Servants? Yes, but only incidentally. 

"I ffvt it up," he si^ed. 

But he did know that he wanted the presence of Paul Ries> 
ling; and from that he stumbled into the admisuon that he 
wanted the tairy ffti — in the flesh. If there had been a woman 
iriiom be loved, he would have fled to her, humbled his fore- 
bead on her kneca. 

He thou^t of his stenographer, Miss McGoun. He tbou^i 
of the prettiest of the manicure girls at the Hotd Thomleigh 
barber sht^. As he fell asleep on the davenport he felt that 
he had found somethhig in life, and that he had made a ter- 
rifying, thrilling break with everything that was decent and 
omnal. 
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He had forgotten, ne rt momiiig, that he was a consdoas 

rebel, but he was irritable in the ofBce and at the eleven o'dock 
drive of tdephone calls and visitors he did smnething he had 
often desired and aeva dared: he left the oEBce irithoot s- 
cuses to those slavenirivers his nqiloyees, and mat to the 
movies. He enjoyed the right to be akne. He canoe out with 
a vicious detenoination to do iriiat he pleased. 

As be approached the Roughnecks' Table at the dub, every- 
body laughed. 

"Well, here's the nuUionairer said Sidney Finkdstdn. 

"Yes, I saw him in his LocomobQel" said Professw Fom- 
phrqr. 

"Gosh, it must be great to be a smart gi^ like Gcwgiel'* 
moaned Vergil Gunch. "He's probably stolen all of Dcvcbes- 
ter. I'd hate to leave a poor little defenseless piece of prop- 
erty lying around yrbeit he could get his hooks on itl" 

They had, Babbitt perceived, "something on him." Abo, 
they "had their kidding dothes on," Ordinarily he would 
have been ddighted at the honw implied in being diaSed, 
but he was suddenly touchy. He grunted, "Yuh, sore; maybe 
III take you guys cm as of5ce boysl" He was impatient as 
the jest elaborately rolled on to its denouement 

"Of course he may have been meeting a giri," they laid, 
and "No, I think he was waiting for his old roommate, Sir 
Jerusalem Doak." 

He exploded, "Oh, ^ring it, firing It, you faonrfwdsl 
What's the great jiAe?" 

"Hurray! Gecvge is peevedl" snickered Sidnqr Finkdstcio, 
t^le a grin went round the table. Gunch revealed the shodc- 
ing truth: He had seen Babbitt coming out of a moticm- 
picture theater— at noon) 

They kept it iq>, ^^th a hmidred variattcns, a hundred 
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guffaws, they aaid that he had gone to the movies during busi- 
ness-houis. He didn't ao much mind Gunch, but he was an- 
noyed by Sidney Flnltelst^ that brisk, lean, red-headed ex- 
plainer of jokes. He was bothered, too, by the lump of ice 
in his f^am t^ water. It was too large; it spua round and 
burned his nose when he tried to drink. He raged that Finkel- 
attaa was like that lunq> of ice. But be won through; be kept 
i^ his banter till they grew tired of the siq>erlative jest and 
turned (o the great Emblems of the day. 

He reflected, "What's the matter with me to-day? Seems 
like I've got an awful grouch. Only they talk so dam much. 
But I better steer careful and keep my mouth shut." 

As they lifted thor cigars he mumbled, "Got to get back/' 
and on a chorus of "If yon wSl go spending your morning with 
lady ushers at the movies!" he escaped. He heard them gig- 
ging. He was embarrassed. While he was most bombasti- 
cally agreeing with the coat-man that the weather was warm, 
he was conscious that he was longing to run childishly with 
his tiot^les to the cnnfort of the fairy child. 



He kept Miss McGotm after he had finished dictating. Ha 
searched for a topic iriiidi woold warm her office impersonality 
into friendliness. 

"Where you going on your vacption?"'he purred. 

"I think 111 go tq>-state to a farm do you want me to haye 
the Siddons lease cq»ed this afternoon?" 

"Oh, no hurry about it. ... I si^qMse you have a great 
time when you get away from us cranks in the office." 

She rose and gathered her pencils. "Oh, nobody's cran^ 
hve I think I can get it cqiied after I do the letters." 

She was gone. Babbitt utterly repudiated the view that ht 
had been tiying to discover how qqsxiachable was Miss Mo 
Coon. "Coursel knar there was nothing doing!" he aaid. 
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Eddie Swsnaon, the motor-cax agent vlio lived acran the 
street from Babbitt, waa giving a Sunday sopper. His wife 
Louetta, young Louetta who loved jazz io muse and in clothes 
and lau^tCT, was at hw wildest. She cried, "We^l have a real 
party I" as she recdvcd the guests. Babbitt had uneasily felt 
that to many men she might be alluring; now he admitted that 
to himself she was overwhelmingly alluring. Mrs. Babbitt 
had never quite approved of Louetta; Babbitt was ^d that 
she was not hoe this evening. 

He insisted on helping Louetta in the kitchen: talusg the 
chicken croquettes from the wanning-oven, the lettuce sand- 
wiches from the ice-box. He held her hand, once, and she 
dfpressingly didn't notice it. She caroled, "You're a good 
little mother's-helper, Georgie. Now trot in with the tray 
and leave it on the ude-table." 

He wished that Eddie Swanson would give them cocktails; 
that Louetta would have one. He wanted — Oh, he wanted 
to be one of these Bohemians you read about. Studio partiesi 
Wild lovely girls who were indq>endent. Not necessarily bad. 
Certainly noti But not tame, like Floral Heghts. How he'd; 
ever stood it all these years — 

Eddie did not give them cocktails. True, they supped with 
lyirth, and with several repetitions by Orville Jones of "Any 
time Louetta wants to come sit on my lap 111 tell this sand- 
wich to beat it!" but they were respectable, as befitted Sun- 
day evening. Babbitt had discreetly preen^ted a place b^ 
side Louetta on the piano bench. While he talked about mo- 
tors, while he listened with a fixed smile to her account of 
the film she bad seen last Wednesday, while he hoped that she 
would hurry vp and finish her description of the plot, the 
beauty of the leading man, and the luxury of the setting, he 
studied her. Slun waist p'rdled with raw silk, strong broin, 
Kdent tya, hair Darted above a broad f ordiead — she naeant 
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youth to him sod a charm which saddmed. He thought of 
how valiant a companion she would be on a long motor tour, 
eq>loring mountains, picnicking in a pine grove high above 
a vall^. Her frailness touched him ; he was angry at Eddie 
Swanson fw the incessint family bickering. All at once he 
Mentified Louetta with the fairy girl. He was startled by 
the oHivictioD that th^ had always had a romantic attracticm 
for each other. 

"I suppose you're leading a sinqdy torible Ufe, now you^e 
a widower," she said. 

"You bett I'm a bad little fellow and proud of it. Some 
evening you slip Eddie some dope in his coffee and sneak across 
the road and III show you how to mix a cocktail," he roared. 

"Well, now, I might do it] You never can telll" 

"Wdl, whenever you're ready, you just hang a towel out of 
the attic window and 111 junq> for the gini" 

Every one giggled at this naughtiness. In a pleased way 
Eddie Swanson stated that be would have a physician analyze 
his coffee daily. The othos were diverted to a discussion of 
the more agreeable recent murders, but Babbitt drew Louetta 
back to personal things: 

"That's the prettiest dress I ever saw in my life." 

"Do you honestly like it?" 

"Like it? Why, say, I'm going to have Kenneth Escott put 
a piece in the paper saying that the swdlest dressed woman 
in the IT. S. is Mrs. E. Louetta Swanson." 

"Now, you stop teasing mel" But she beamed. "Let's 
dance a little. George, you've got to dance with me." 

Even as he protested, "Oh., you know what a rotten dancer 
I ami" he was lumbering to his feet 

"111 teach you. I can teach anybody." 

Her eyes were moist, her voice was jagged with eicitemenL 
He was ccnvinced that he had won her. He clasped her, con- 
scious of her smooth warmth, and solemnly he drcled in a 
heavy version of the one-step. He bunq>ed into only one or 
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two people. "Gosh, I'm not di^ng so bad; Uttin* 'em v^ Hke 
a regular stage dancerl" he ^oated; and she answered busily, 
"Yes— yes— I told yoQ I could teach uxybody—dtmft tai* 
auck long steps!" 

For a moment he was robbed of confidence; with fesrfol 
cimcentration he sougjit to keep time to the mu^c. But he 
was envel(q>ed again by her enchantment. "She's got to like 
me; 111 make her!" he vowed. He tried to kiss the lock beside 
hiT ear. She mechanically moved her head to avoid it, and 
mechanically she murmured, "Don't I" 

F(« a moment he hated her, but aittr the munent he was 
as urgent as ever. He danced with Mrs. OndUe Jones, but 
he watched Louetta swoc^ing down the length of the room with 
htr husband. "Careful I You're getting foolish!" he cao- 
doned himsdf, the while he hqiped and bent his solid knees 
in dalliance with Mrs. Jones, and to that wwthy lady rumbled, 
"Gee, it's hotl" Without reason, he thought of Paul in that 
shadowy place where men never dance. "I'm cra^ to-ni^t; 
betta go home," he worried, but he left Mrs. Jones and dashed 
to I<ouetta's lovely side, demanding, "The next is mine." 

"Oh, I'm so hot; I'm not going to dance this one." 

"Then," b<ddly, "come out and sit on the porch and get 
all nice and cod." 

"Well—" 

In the tender darkness, with the clamor in the house behind 
them, he resdutely took her band. She squeezed his race, 
then relaxed, 

"Louettal I think you're the nicest thing I knowl" 

"Wdl, I think you're veiy nice." 

"Do you? You got to like me I I'msobnelyl" 

"Oh, youll be all rig^t when your wife comes home." 

"No, I'm always lonely." 

She clawed her hands under her chin, so that he dared not 
touch her. He sighed: 

"When I feel punk and — " He was about to bring in the 
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tragedy of Faol, but that was too sacred eveo for the diplo- 
macy of love. " — when I get Ured out at the of&ce and every- 
4uDg, I like to look across the street and think of you. Do 
you know I dreamed of you, one timel" 

"Was it a nice dream?" 

"Lovely I " 

"Ob, well, they say dreams go by oppoaitesl Now I mnst 
nm in." 

She was on hir feet. 

"Oh, don't go in yetl Please, Louettal" 

"Yes, I must Have to look out for my guests." 

"Let 'em look out for 'emselvesi" 

"I couldn't do that." She carelessly tapped bis shoulder 
and slipped away. 

But after two minutes of shamed and childish longing to 
sneak home he was snorting, "Certainly I wasn't trying to get 
churamy with herl Knew there was nothing doing, ail the 
timel" and he ambled in to dance with Mrs. Orville Jones, 
and to av<Hd Louetta, virtuously and conspicuously. 
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His visit to Paul was as iinreat as his ni^t of fog and qnes- 
titwing. Unseeiiig he went throu^ prison comdms stinking 
of carbolic acid to a room lined with pale yellow settees pierced 
in rosettes, like the shoe-store benches he had known as a boy. 
The guard led in Paul. Above bis unifOTm of linty gray, Paul^ 
face was pale and without expression. He moved timorously 
in reqwnse to the.guatd'3 commands; he roedly pushed Bab- 
tutfs gjfts of tobacco and magazines across the table to the 
guard for examination. He had nothing to say but "Oh, I'm 
getting used to it" and "I'm working io the tailor shop; the 
stuff hurts my fing»s." 

Babbitt knew that in this place of death Paul was tlrtaiy 
dead. And as he pondered on the train home something in 
his own self seemed to have died: a loyal and vigorous faith 
in the goodness of the world, a fear of public disfavor, a pride 
in success. He was glad that his wife was away. He admitted 
it without justifying it He did not care. 



Her card read "Mrs. Daniel Judique." Babbitt knew of ner 
as the widow of a wholesale paper-dealCT. She must have 
been forty or forty-two but he thou^t her jrounger Triien he 
Baw her in the ofBce, that aft«neon. She had come to inquire 
about renting an ^mrtment, and he took her away from the 
unskilled girl accountant. He was nervously attracted bj 
her smartness. She was b slender wmnan, in a black Swist 
frock dotted with white, a cool-looking graceful frock. A broad 
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black hat shaded her face. Her t^a were lustrous, her soft 
chin of sn agreeable plun^oess, and her che^ an even rose. 
Babbitt wmdered afterward if she was made vp, but no man 
living knew less of such arts. 

She sat revolving her violet parasol. Her voice was iq^Kal- 
ing without being coy. "I wonder it you can help me?" 

"Be delighted." 

"I've looked everyirtiere and — I want a little flat, just 
n bedroom, or perhaps two, and sitting-ioom and kitchenette ' 
and bath, but I want one that really has some charm to it, not 
these dingy places or these new ones with terrible gaudy chan- 
ddters. And I can't pay bo dreadfully much. My name's 
Tanis Judique." 

"I think maybe I've got just the thing for you. Would you 
like to chase around and look at it now?" 

"Yes. I have a coi^>Ie of hours." 

In the new Cavendish Apartments, Babbitt bad a flat which 
he bad been holding for Sidn^ Finkelstein, but at the thou^t 
of driving beside this agreeable woman be threw over bis 
friend Finkelstein, and with a note of gallantry be proclaimed, 
"111 let you see what I can dol" 

He dusted the seat of the car for her, and twice he risked 
death in showing oB his driving. 

"You do know how to handle a carl" she said. 

He liked her voice. Th^e was, he thought, music in it 
and a hint of culture, not a bouncing giggle like Louetta Swan- 
son's. 

He boasted, "You know, thov's a lot of these fellows that 
are so scared and drive so slow that they get in everybody's 
way. The safest driva is a fellow that knows how to handle 
his machine and yet isnt scared to qieed up when it's necessary, 
don't you think so?" 

"Oh, yesi" 

"I bet you drive like a vriz." 

"Oh, no — I mean — not really. Of course, we had a car-^ 
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I mean, before my husband passed on— and X VBcd to make 
bdieve drive it, but I doa't think nny woman ever kama tB 
drive like a man." 

"Wdl, now, there's some mij^ty good woman drivss." 

"Oh, of course, these women that tiy to imitate men, and 
play golf and eveiything, and ruin their oonpleiions and spai 
tb^ bands I " 

"That's sa I never did like these manmsh fonales." 

"I mean — of course, I admire them, dreadfully, and I fed 
ao weak and useless beside them." 

"Ob, rats now) I bet you play the piano like a wis." 

"Oh, no — I mean— not really." 

"Wen, 111 bet you dol" He glanced at her smooth hanfa, 
her diamond and ruby rin^. She cau^t the {^ance, snug- 
gled htt hands together with a kittenish curving of slim white 
fingers which delighted him, and yearned: 

"I do love to play — I mean — I like to drum on the piano, 
but I haven't had aiQr real training. Mr. Judiqne used to 
say I would 've been a good pianist if I'd had any training; 
but thai, I guess he was juat flattering me." 

"Ill bet he wasn'tl 111 bet you've got ten^jcrament." 

"Oh— Do you like music, Mr. Babbitt?" 

"You bet I dol Only I don't know 's I care ao modi fof 

all this rTn^irnl stUff." 

"Oh, I dol I just love Git^in and all those." 
"Do you, honest? Well, of course, I go to lots of tbesa 
highbrow concerts, but I do like a good jazz orchestra, ri^ 
vp on its toes, with the fellow that plays the bass fiddle gun- 
ning it around and beating it up with the bow." 

"Oh, I know. I do love good dance mu^ I love to danc^ 
don't you, Mr. Babbitt?" 
"Sure, you bet. Not that I'm very dam good at it, though" 
"Oh, I'm sure you are. You ought to let me teach you. I 
can teach anybody to dance." 
"Would you give me a lesson some time?" 
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"Indeed I would.'* 

"Better be careful, or 111 be taking you up on that propo- 
aitioii. Ill be coming iq> to your flat and making you (pve me 
that lesacm." 

"Ye-es." She waa not oSended, bat she was non-committal. 
He warned himself, "Have some sense now, yoa chunq)! Dont 
go making a fool of youiself again!" and with loftiness he 
discoursed: 

"I wish I could dance like some of these young feUows, but 
111 tell you: I feel It's a man's place to take a full, you mi^t 
say, a creative share in the world's work and mold conditioDs 
and have something to show for his life, don't you think so?" 

"Oh, I do I" 

"And so I have to sacrifice some of the thinp I might lik« 
to tackle, tbon^ I do, by golly, play about as good a game or 
golf as the next fellowl" 

"Oh, I'm sure you do. . . . Are you married?" 

"JJh — ^yes. . . . And, uli, of courae cffidal duties — ^I'm the 
vice-president of the Boosters' Club, and I'm running one of 
the committees of the State Association of Real Estate Boards, 
and that means a lot of wwk and reqxinsibility — and practi- 
cally no gratitude for it." 

"Oh, I knowl Public men never do get pnqxr credit." 

They looked at each other with a high degree of mutual »- 
qxct, and at the Cavendish ^)artments he hriped her out in 
a courtly manner, waved his hand at the house as though he 
were presenting it to her, and pondaously ordered the levator 
boy to "hustle and get the keys." She stood close to him in 
the elevator, and he was stirred but cautious. 

It was a pretty flat, of white woodwork and soft blue walls. 
Mrs. Judique gushed with pleasure as she agreed to take it, 
and as they walked down the hall to the devator she touched 
his sleeve, caroling, "Oh, I'm so ^ad I went to youl It's such 
a ptivHtge to meet a man who really Understands. OhI Hie 
flats some peqile have showed mel" 
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He bad a shaip Instinctive f>dief QM he coidd pot hb am 
aiound her, but be rebuked himself and iritb eiceasive pcdite- 
ness he saw her to the car, drove her borne. All the my badk 
to bis office he raged: 

"Glad I bad some soise for once. . . . Curse it, 1 wish Va 
tried. She's a darlingi A corker! A reglar channerl Lovdjr 
eyes and darling lips and that trim waist — never get sloppy, 
like some women. . . . No, no, nol She's a real cultured lady. 
One of the brightest little women I've met these many moons. 
Understands about Public T(^>ica and-^ But, dam it, iri^* 
didn't I try? . . . TanisI" 



He was harassed and puzzled by it, but he found that he 
was turning toward youth, as youth. The girl who especially 
disturbed him — though he had never spoken to her — ^was the 
last manicure girl on the right in the Potiq>eian Barbs' Shop. 
She was small, swift, black-haired, smiling. She was nineteen, 
perhaps, or twenty. She wore thin salmon-colored blouses 
iriiich exhibited her shoulders and her bla^-ribboned cami- 
soles. 

He wmt to the Pompeian for his fortni^tly hair-trim. Aa 
always, he fdt disloyal at deserting his naghbor, the Reeves 
Building Barber Shop. Then, for the first time, he overthrew 
his sense of guilt. "Doggone it, I don't have to go here if I 
don't want to! I don't own the Reeves BuHdingl These 
barbers got nothing on me] 111 doggone wdl get my hair cot 
vAere I doggone wdl want to I Don't want to hear anything 
more about itt I'm throu^ standing by pec^e — unleaa I 
want to. It doesn't get you anywhere. I'm throu^I" 

The Ponqieian Barber Shop was in the basonent of the Ho- 
tel Thomlngh, largest and most dynamically modeni bold in 
Zenith. Curving marble steps with a rail of polished brass 
led from the hotd-lobby down to the barber shop. Hie interior 
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was of Uad and white and crimsoD tiles, irith a sensational 
ceiling of bnrnished gold, and a fountain in which a massive 
nyn^th forever emptied a scarlet cornucopia. Forty barbers 
and nine manicure girls worked desperatdy, and at the door 
six colored porters lurked to greet the customers, to care rev- 
erently for their hats and collars, to lead them to a place of 
waiting where, on a carpet like a tropic isle in the stretch of 
white stone floor, were a dozen leather churs and a table 
he^>ed with magazines. 

Babbitt's porter was an obsequious gray-haired negro «4io 
did him an honor highly esteemed in the land of Zenith — 
greeted him by name. Yet Babbitt was uoha[^y. His bri^t 
particular manicure girl was engaged. She was doing the 
sails of an overdressed man and gigging with him. Babbitt 
hated him. He thought of waiting, but to stc^ tlie powerful 
system of the Pompeian was tnconceivabte, and he was in- 
stantly wafted into a chair. 

About him was luxury, rich and delicate. One votary wa.' 
having a violet-ray fadal treatment, the next an oQ ahvapoo. 
Boys wheded about miraculous dectrical massage-machines. 
The barbers snatched steaming towels from a machine like a 
howitzer of polished nickd and disdainfully fltmg them away 
after a second's use. On the vast marble shdf facing the 
cliairs were hundreds of tonics, amber and ruby and emerald. 
It was flattering to Babbitt to have two personal slaves at 
once — the barber and the bootblack. He would have been 
c(Kiq>letdy hi^^y if he could also have had the manicure girl. 
The barber 9ni[^>ed at his hair and asked his opinion of the 
Havre de Grace races, the baseball season, and Mayor Prout. 
The young negro bootblack hummed "The Camp Meeting 
Blues" and perished in rhythm to his tune, drawing the shiny 
shoe-rag so taut at each stroke that it snapped like a banjo 
string. The barber was an excdlent salesman. He made 
Babbitt fed rich and impiMant by his manim of inquiring, 
"What is your favtMite tonic, sir? Have yon time to-d^, sir, 
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for ■ £sdal manage? Yoor acalp is a little ti^; shall I gm 
yoo a scalp massage?" 

Babbitt's best thrill vas in the abaxnpoo. The barber mde 

lus hair creamy with thick so^>, then (as Babbitt bait over 

the bawl, mufBed in towds) drendied it with hot water whidi 

prickled along his sca^, and at last ran the wats ice-cokL 

At the shoc±, the sudden burning cold on his skull, BabtHtt^ 

j heart thumped, his chest heaved, and his spine was an dectric 

' wire. It was a sensation which broke the monotniy of life. 

&e looked grandly abont the shcq) as he sat up. The bsiba 

obsequiously rubbed his wet hair and bound it in a towd as 

in a turban, so that Babbitt resembled a plunq) pink calif on 

an ingoiious and adjustable throne. The barber begged (in 

the manner of one who was a good fellow yet was ovowfaehned 

hy the splendors of the calif), "How about a little Eldorado 

Oil Rub, sir? Very beneficial to the sca^, sir. Didnt I 

gjve you one the last time?" 

He hadn't, but Babbitt agreed, "Wdl, all ri^t" 

With quaking eagerness he saw that his manicure ffA waa 

free. 

"I don't know, I guess 111 have a manicure after all," he 
drmed, and excitedly watched her coming, dark-haired, ffmniTig^ 
tenda, little. The manicuring would have to be finished at her 
table, and he would be able to talk to her without the barbs 
listening. He waited contentedly, not trying to pe^ at ha, 
iriiile ahe filed his nails and the barber shaved him and smeared 
on his burmng che^ all the interesting mixtures «Ucb the 
[deasant minds of barbers have devised through the revolving 
ages. When the barber was done and he sat t^posite the gnA 
at "ha table, he admired the marble slab of it, admired the 
sunken set bowl with its tiny silver tapa, and admired bimadl 
for being able to frequent so costly a place. When she with- 
drew his wet hand from the hcml, it was so sensitive from thi 
warm so^y water that he was abnormally aware of the da^ 
of her firm little paw. He ddi^ted in the pinkness and ^oari' 
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Bess of her nails. Her hinds seemed to bim otwe adorald* 
than Mrs. Judique's thin fingers, and more elegant. He had 
A certain ecstasy in the pain wfam she gnawed at (he cotide of 
his nails with a sharp knife. He straggled not to look at the 
oatline of her young bosom and her ehouldos, the more ap- 
parent under a film of pink chiffon. He was c(»isciou3 of her 
as an exquisite thing, and when he tried to impress his peiw»> 
allty on her he spoke as awkwardly as a country boy at his 
first par^: 

"Well, kinda hot to be working tcnlqr." 

"Oh, yes, it is hoL You cut your own naDs, last time, didot 
youl" 

"Ye-es, guess I must "ve." 

"Yoa always ought to go to a manicure." 

•Tfes, m^be that's so. I—" 

"There's nothing looks so nice as nails that are lotted after 
good. I always think that's the best way to ^wt a real gent. 
Tliere was an auto sale«nan in here yesterday that claimed 
yon could always tell a fellow's class by the car he drove, but 
I says to him, 'Dout be silly,' I says; 'the wisenheimen grab 
a look at a fellow's nails when th^ want to tdl if he's a tin- 
bom or a real genti'" 

"Yes, maybe there's something to that. Course, that is— 
with a pretty kiddy like you, a man can't be^ coming to get 
his mitts done." 

"Yeh, I may be a kid, but Vm a wise bird, and I know vkt 
foUcs when I see urn— I can read diaracter at a glance— and 
I'd never talk so &ank with a fdlow if I couMnt see he was 
a nice fdlow." 

She smiled. Her eyes seemed to him as gentle as ^iril 
pools. With great seriousness he informed himsdf that "there 
were some roughnecks who would think that just because a ^ 
was a manicure girl and maybe not awful wdl educated, she 
was no good, but as for him, he was a demooat, and undcr^ 
stood people," and he stood by the assertion that this was a 
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fine girl, a good girl— but not too UDcomfoctably good. Hb 

inquired in a voice quick with syn^tby: 

"I sappaee you have a lot of fellows iriio tty to get frcdi 
with you." 

"Say, gee, do II Say, listen, there^ some of these dgar-^tore 
aports that think because a girl's working in a barber shop, 
they can get away with aiqrthiog. The things th^ saaaaaayl 
But, believe me, I know how to hop those birdsl I just 0\t 
ma the north and south and ask nm, 'Say, who do you think 
you're talking to?' and they hde away like love's young nl^t- 
mare and oh, don't you want a box of naU-paste? It win keq> 
the nitii^ 83 shiny as when first manicured, harmless to app^ 
and lasts for days." 

"Sure, 111 tiy some. Say — Say, it's funny;- I've bees 
coining here ever since the shc^ opened and — " With ardi 
surprise. " — ^I don't believe I know your name I" 

"Dim't you? My, that's funny! I don't know youtsl" 

"Now you quit kidding mel What's the nice little name?** 

"Oh, it ain't so dam nice. I guess it's kind of kike. But 
o^ folks ain't kikes. My papa's papa was a nobleman in 
Poland, and there was a gentleman in here one day, he was 
kind of a count or something — " 

"Kind of a no-account, I guess you meant" 

"Who^ telling this, amarty? And he said he knew n^ 
papa's papa's folks in Poland and they had a dandy big hous& 
Right cm a lakel" Doubtfully, "Maybe you dim't believe it?" 

"Sure. No. Really. Sure I do. Why not? Dont think 
I'm kidding you, honey, but every time I've noticed yon I've 
said to myself. That kid has Blue Blood in her vnnsl'" 

"Did you, honest?" 

"Honest I did. Wdl, well, come on — now weVe tri&ids — 
irikat'8 the darling little name?" 

"Ida Putiak. It aint so much-a-mudi of a name. I al- 
ways say to Ma,' I say, 'Ma, why didn't you name me Dolores, 
ix something with some class to it?' " 
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"Wdl, now, I think it's a scrtm^tious name. Idal" 

"I bet I know yow namel" 

*^eU, now, not necessarily. Of course — Ob, it isnt so 
specially wel] known." 

"Aren't you Mr. S(Hidheim that travels tot the KracfcajaA 
Kitchen Kutlery Ko.?" 

"I am not I I'm Mr. Babbitt, the real^cstate broker!" 

"Ob, excuse mel Oh, of course. You mean here in Zen- 
ith." 

"Yq>." With the briskness of one n^iose feeling have been 
hurt. 

"Oh, sure. I've read your ads. Tliey're swell." 

"Um, well — You might have read about my ^Medies." 

"Course I bavel I don't get much time to read bat — I 
guess you think I'm an awfully ailly little nit I" 

"I think you're a little darlingl" 

"WeD — There's one nice thing about this job. It gives 
a girl a chaiKe to meet some awfully nice gentlmen and im- 
prove ho- mind with conversation, and you get so you can read 
a guy's character at the first ^ance." 

"Look here, Ida; please don't think I'm getting fresh — " 
He was hotly reflecting that it would be humiliating to be re- 
jected by this child, and dangerous to be accepted. If be took 
her to dinner, if he were seen by censorious friends — But 
he went on ardently: "Don't diink I'm getting fresh If I 
suggest it would be nice for us to go out and have a little din- 
ner together some evening." 

"I don't know as I oug^t to but — Hy gentleman-friend^ 
ahnys wanting to take me out. But maybe I could to-n^t** 



There was no reason, he assured himsdf, -wby he shouldn't 
have a quiet dinnv with a pots' girl who would boiefit by i»- 
■odatlon with an educated and matnre pvscm like himsdf. 
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But, lest some one see them and not imdcistand, be wotild take 

her to Biddlemeier's Inn, on the outskirtft of the dty, Tluy 
would have a pleasant drive, this hot ioody evening, and be 
might hold her hand — no, he wouldn't even do that. Ida ms 
coiiq>taisant; her bare shoulders showed it only too ckarly; 
but he'd be hanged if he'd make love to ha nuxdy beatne 
she eipected it 

Then his car brake down; something had happened to the 
ignition. And he had to have the car this eveningl Furi- 
ously he tested the quric-plugs, stared at the coomnitator. 
His angriest glower did not seem to stir the sulky car, and 
in disgrace it was hauled off to a garage. With a renewed 
thrill he thought of a tazicab. There was something at once 
wealthy and interestin^y wicked about a tazicab. 

But when he met her, on a comer two blocks from the Hotd 
Thomleigh, she said, "A taxi? Why, I thou^t you owned 
a carl" 

"I do. Of course I dol But it's out of commission to- 
night." 

"Oh," she remarked, as one who bad heard that tale before: 

All the way out to Biddlemeier's Inn he tried to talk as an 
oki friend, but he could not pierce the wall of her words. With 
interminable indigiution she narrated her retorts to "that 
fresh head-barber" and the drastic things she would do to 
him if he persisted in saying that she was "better at gassing 
than at hoof-paring." 

At Biddlemeier's Inn they were unable to get anything to 
drink. The head-waiter refused to understand who George 
F. Babbitt was. They sat steaming before a vast mixed griH, 
and made conversation about baseball. When he tried to hold 
IdaV hand she said with bright friendliness, "Carefull That 
fresh waiter is rubbering." But they came out into a treadi- 
erous summer night, the air lajqy and a little moon alxtve tram- 
figiued maples. 
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*Let^ ^ve some ofher pUc^ iritere we can get a drink 
and dancel" be demanded. 

"Snre, some other night. But I [U'omiaed Ma I'd be home 
tasiy to-ni^t." 

"RatsI It's too nice to go borne." 

"I'd just love to, but Ma would ^ve me fits." 

He was trembling. Slie waa evoytluiig that was young and 
exquiate. He put his ann about her. She snuggled against 
his shoulder, unafraid, and he was triun^hant. Then she ran 
down the steps of the Inn, unging, "Come on, Gewgie, well 
have a nice drive and get cool." 

It was a night of lovers. All along the hi^way into Zenith, 
under the tow and gentle nraon, motors were parked and dim 
figures were daq>ed in revery. He held out hungry hands to 
Ida, and when she patted them he was grateful. There was 
no sense of strug^e and transition; he kissed her and simply 
ahe refunded to his kiss, th^ two behind the stolid back of 
the chauffeur. 

Hff hat fdl off, and she broke from his embrace to reach 
for it. 

"Oh, let it be!" he inq)lored. 

"Huh? My hat? Not a chancel" 

He waited till she bad pinned it on, then his aim sank 
about her. She drew away from it, and said with maternal 
soothing, "Now, don't be a silly boyi Mustn't make Ittle 
Mama scold! Just at back, dearie, and see what a swell night 
it is. If you're a good boy, maybe III kiss you when we say 
nighty-ni^t. Now give me a cigarette." 

He was solicitous about lighting her cigarette and inquiring 
as to her comfort. Then he sat as far from her as possible. 
He was cold with failure. No one could have told Babbitt 
that he was a fool with more vigor, precision, and intelligence 
than lie himsdf displayed. He reflected that from the stand- 
point of the Rev. Dr. John Jeniuson Drew he was a wicked 
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man, and from the standpoint of Miss Ida Patiak, an old ban 
irtio had to be aHlured as the penalty attached to tating 1 
large dinner. 

"Dearie, yon arai't going to go and get peevish, are jroa?" 

She spoke pertly. He wanted to ^nk her. He brooded, 
*T. don't have to take anything off this gutter-ptq>I Dan 
immigrantl Well, let's get it over as quick as we can, and 
sneak home and kick oursdves for the rest of the nif^L" 

He snorted, "Huh? Me peevish? Why, you baby, -mbj 
should I be [>eevish? Now, listen, Ida; listen to Uncle George. 
I want to put you wise about this scr^qjing with your head- 
barber all the time. I've had a lot of experience with em- 
ployees, and let me tell yon it doesn't pay to antagonize — " 

At the drab wooden house in which she lived he said good- 
ni^t briefly and amiably, but as the tazicab drove off he was 
pr^ring "Ob, my Godl" 
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Hi awoke to stretch cheerfully as he listeaed to the aput^ 
torn, then to remember. that everything ms wnmg; that he 
was determined to go astray, and not in the least enjoying the 
process. Why, he wondered, should be be in rebellion? What 
was it all about? "Why not be sensible; stop all this idiotic 
running around, and enjoy himsdf with his family, bis busi- 
ness, the fdlows at the dub?" What was he getting out of 
rd>dUon? Misery and shame — the shame of being treated as 
nn offensive small boy by a ragamuffin like Ida PutiakI And 
yet — Always he came back to "And yet." Whatever the 
misery, he could not regain contentment with a world which, 
once doubted, became absurd. 

Only, be sssored himself, he was "through with this chasing 
after girls." 

By noontime he was not so sure even of that. If in Miss 
McGoun, Looetta Swanson, and Ida he had failed to find the 
lady kind and lovdy, it did not prove that she did not exist. 
He was hunted by the ancient thou^t that somewhere must 
exist the not inqxissible she iriio would undeistand him, value 
him, and make him h^ipy. 



Mn. Babbitt returned in Aogust. 

On her prevknn absences he had missed her reassuring ban 
tai of her arrival he had made a f£te. Kow, though he dared 
not hurt her by letting a hint of it appear in his letters, he 
was sony that she was con^g before he had found himself 
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and lie was eoibsmiased by tbe need of meeting her and look* 
ing jc^ful. 

He loitered down to the station; he studied the sumnwr- 
resort posters, lest be have to speak, to acquaintances and 
eiqjose his uneasiness. But he was well trained. When the 
train clanked in he was out on the cement platform, peering 
Into the chair-cars, and as be saw ba in the line of passengers 
nxiving toward the vestibule he waved his hat. At the door 
he emlwaced her, and announced, "Well, well, well, wdl, t^ 
golly, you look fine, you look fine." Then he was aware of 
Tinka. Here was something, this child with her absurd little 
Dose and lively eyes, that loved him, believed him great, and 
as he darted her, lifted and held her till she squealed, be 
was for the moment cwne back to his old steady sdf. 

Tinka sat beside him in tbe car, with cme hand on the 
steering-wheel, pretending to help him drive, and he shouted 
back to his wif^ "111 bet the kid will be the best chuffer in 
the familyl She holds the iriieel like an old profes»onall " 

All the while he was dreading tbe moment when he would 
be alone with his wife and she would patiently expect him 
to be ardent 



Tbert was about the bouse an unofficial theory that be was 
to take his vacation alone, to apeoA a week or ten dasra in 
Catawba, but he was nagged by the memory that a year ago 
be had been with Paul in Maine. He saw himself returning; 
finding peace there, and the presence of Paul, in a life primi- 
tive and heroic. Like a shock came tlie thou^t that be 
actually could go. Only, he couldn't, really; he couldn't lave 
bis business, and "Myra would think it sort of funny, his 
going way off there alone. Course he'd decided to do what- 
ever be darned pleased, from now on, but still — to go way 
•ff to Mainel" 

He wenL aftet lengthy meditati<»i8. 
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^th his wife, siiice it «u Inomcefvable to aplain that 
oe was gDing to seek Paul's ^irit in the wildenwas, be frugally 
einployod the lie ptepueA over a year ago and scarcely used 
at all. He said that be had to see a nun in New York on 
business. He could not have eiplained even to himself why be 
drew from the bai& several hundred dollars more than he 
needed, mr why he kissed Tinka so tenderly, and cried, "God 
bless you, bab^l" From the train be waved to her tilt she was 
but a scarlet spot beside the brown bulkier presence of Mrs. 
Babbitt, at the end of a sted and cement aisle ending in vast 
barred gates. With m dancboly be looked back at the last 
suburb of Zenith. 

AH the way north he pictured the M^e goides: dn^e 
and strong and daring, Jolly as they played stud-poker in 
their unceiled shack, wise in woodcraft as th^r tramped the 
forest and shot the rqiids. He particularly remembered Joe 
Paradise, half Yankee, half Indian. If he could but take up a 
backwoods daim with a man like Jo(V work hard with his 
hands, be free and noisy in a flannd shirt, and neva come 
back to this dull decencyl 

Or, like a traiq>er in a Northern Canada movie, plunge 
through the forest, make canqj in the Rockies, a grim and 
wordless caveman! Why not? He couid do itl There'd 
be enouf^ money at home for the family to live on till Verona 
was married and I'ed self-supporting. Old Henry T. would 
look out for them. Honcstlyl Why »otf Really Ihe — 

He longed for it, admitted that be longed for it, then almost 
believed that he was going to do it. Whenever common sense 
snorted, "Nonsense I Folks don't run away from decent 
famiUes and partneia; just umply don't do it, that's alll" 
then Babbitt answered pleadingly, "Well, it wouldn't take any 
more nerve than for Paul to go to jail and — Lord, how I'd 
like to do itl Moccasins — six-gun — frontier town — gamUen 
-^eep under the stars — be a regular man, with he-men lik# 
Joe Paradise — goahl" 
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So he came to Maine, a^in stood on the wharf befme the 
caiiq>-hotd, again q)at heroically into the d^cate and shiver- 
ing water, while the pines rustled, the mountains ^owed, and 
a trout leaped and fell in a sliding circle. He hurried to the 
guides' shack as to his real home, bis real friends, l<Hig missed. 
They would be glad to see him. They would stand vp and 
shout, "Why, here's Mr. Babbitt! He aiat <me of these 
ordinaiy qxvtsl He's a real guyl" 

Id tbnr boarded and rather littered cabin the goides sat 
about the greasy table playing stud^toker with greasy cards: 
half a dozen wrinkled men in old trousers and easy old (dt 
hats. They glanced up and nodded. Joe Paradise, the await 
Bfpng man with the big mustache, grunted, "How do. Bad 
again?" 

Silence, except tat the clatter of ch^. 

Babbitt stood beside th em , very lonely. He hinted, after 
a period of bi^y concentrated plajring, "Guess I mig^t take 
a band, Joe." 

"Sure. Sit In. How many chips you want? Let's see; 
you were here with yonr wife, last year, waVt you?" said Joe 
Paradise. 

That was all of Babbitt's wdcome to the <dd home. 

He played for half an hour before he spo^e again. His 
head was re^ng with the smoke of pipes and cheap cigars, 
and he was weary of pairs and four-flushes, resentful of thff 
way in which they ignored him. He flung at Joe: 

"Working now?" 

*Wope." 

"Like to guide me for a few days?" 

"Well, jus' soon. I aio't engaged till next week." 

Only thus did Joe recognize the friendahq> Babbitt was 
oCFering him. B^bitt paid up his losses and left the shack 
rather childishly. Joe raised his head from the coils of snx^ 
like a seal ri^ng from surf, gnmted, "111 come ^oond 
t*morrow/' and dived down to his three aces. 
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Ndther in his vCHcdess cabin, fragrant with planks of new- 
cat pine, nor along the lake, nor in the sunset clouds which 
presently eddied bdiind the lavender-misted mountains, could 
Babbitt find the spirit of Paul as a reassuring presence. He 
was so lonely that after supper he stopped to talk with an 
andent old lady, a ga^ung and steadily -discoursing idi lady, 
by the stove in the hotel-office. He told her of Ted's pre' 
aimiable future triunv>ha in the State University and of Tinka's 
remarkable vocabulary till be was homesick for the home he 
had left forever. 

Through the darkness, throu^ that Northern pine-walled 
silence, he blundered down to the lake-front and found a 
canoe. There were no paddles in it but with a board, sitting 
awkwardly amidships and poking at the water rather than 
paddling, he made his way far out on the lake. The lights 
of the hotd and the cottages became yellow dots, a cluster 
of ^ow-worms at the base of Sachem Mountain. Larger and 
ever more imperturbable was the mountain in the star-filtered 
darkness, and the lake a limitless pavement of black marble. 
He was dwarfed and dumb and a little awed, but that insig- 
nificance freed him fmn the pomposities of bdng Mr. George 
F. Babbitt of Zenith ; saddened and freed his heart. Now he 
was conscious of the presence of Paul, fancied him (rescued 
from prison, frcHn ZQla and the brisk exactitudes of the tar- 
roofing business) playing his violin at the end of the canoe. 
He vowed, "I will go onl 111 never go backl Now that 
Paul's out of it, I don't want to see any of those damn people 
Bgainl I was a fool to get sore because Joe Paradise didn't 
faap np a*'d hug me. He's one of these woodsmen; too wise 
to go yelping and talking your arm off like a dtyman. But 
get him back in the mountains, out oo the trail^— I That's 
real livingl" 
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Joe rq>orted at Babbitt's cabin at nine the next sioniiii^ 
Babbitt greeted him as a fdlow caveman: 

"Wdl, Joe, how d' yon fed about hitting the trail, and 
getting away from these dam soft summerites and these women 
and aU?" 

"AU ri^t, Mr. Babbitt." 

"What do you say we go over to Box Car Fond — Oay tdl 
me the shack there isn't being used — and canq> out?" 

"Well, all right, Mr. Babbitt, but it's nearer to Skowtuit 
Pond, and yon can get just about as good fishing there." 

"No, I want to get into the real wilds." 

"Wdl, aU right." 

"We'll put the old packs on our backs and get into the 
woods and really hike." 

"I think maybe it would be easier to go by water, tfaroo^ 
Lake Cbogue. We can go all the way by motor boat-^at- 
bottom boat with an Evinnide." 

"No, sir I Bust up the quiet with a chugging motor? Not 
on your life I You just throw a pair of socks in the old pa(±, 
and tdl 'em what you want for eats. I'D be ready soon "s 
you are." 

"Most of the sports go by boat, Mr. Babbitt It^ a laog 
walk. 

"Look here, Joe: are you objecting to walking?" 

"Oh, no, I guess I can do it. Bu^ I haven't tramped that 
bt for sixteen years. Most of the sports go by boat. But 
I can do it if you say so — I guess." Joe walked aw^ in 
sadness. 

Babbitt had recovered from his touchy wrath befue Joe 
returned. He pictured him as warming up and telling the most 
entntaining stories. But Joe had not yet warmed vp when 
Ihey took the traO. He persistently kept bdiind Bahbitt, and 
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however much his sbouldefs ached from the pack, howew 
sorely he panted, Babbitt could hear his guide pasting equally. 
But the traii was satisfying: a path brown with ptne-needies 
and rough with roots, among the balsams, the ferns, the sad- 
den groves of white birch. He became credtilous again, and 
rejoiced in sweating. When be stopped to rest be chucUed, 
"Guess wei-e hitting it op pretty good for a cot^le o' dd 
birds, A?" 

"Uh-huh," admitted Joe. 

"This is a mighty pretty place. Look, jrou can see the lake 
down through the trees. I tell you, Joe, you don't ai^edate 
bow lucky you are to live in woods like this, instead of a dty 
with trolleys grinding and typewriters clacking and people 
bothering the life out of you all the timel I wish I knew the 
woods like you do. Say, what's the name of that little red 
flower?" 

Rubbing hia back, Joe regarded the flower resentfully. 
"Well, some folks caU it one thing and some calls it another, 
I always just call it Pink Flower." 

Babbitt blessedly ceased thinking as tramping turned into 
blind plodding. He was submerged hi weariness. His plunq> 
]^;s seemed to go on by themselves, without guidance, and 
he mechanicaUy wiped away the sweat which stung his eyes. 
He was too tired to be consciously glad as, after a sun- 
scourged mile of corduroy tote-road throu^ a swamp where 
flies hovered ova a hot waste of brush, they reached the cool 
shore of Box Car Pond. When he lifted the pack from his 
back he staggered from the change in balance, and for a mo- 
ment could not stand eect. He lay beneath an an^le-bosomed 
maple tree near the guest-shack, and joyously fdt sleep running 
thmiigh his veins. 

He awoke toward dusk, to find Joe efficiently cooking bacra 
and eggs and flapjacks for su[q>er, and bis admiration of the 
woodsman returned. He sat on a stun^ and felt virile. 

"Joe, what would you do if you had a lot of money? Would 
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you stick to goicUng, or would you take a claim Hny back la 
die woods and be independent of people?" 

For the first time Joe brightened. He chewed his end s 
second, and bubbled, "I've often thought of thati If I bad 
the money, I'd go down to Tinker's Falls and q>en a swdl 
shoe store." 

After si4q>n Joe proposed a game of stud-poker but Bab- 
bitt refused with brevi^, and Joe contentedly went to bed at 
e^t BaUiitt sat on the stun^, facing the dark [>ond, slap- 
ping moaquitos. Save the snoring guide, there was no otfao' 
human being within ten miles. He was lonelier than he bad 
ever been in his life. Then he was in Zenith. 

He was worrying as to whether Miss McGoun wasn't paying 
too much for carbon paper. He was at once resenting anu 
missing the persistent teasing at the Rou^necks* Table. Hr 
was wondering what Zilla Riesling was doing now. He was 
wondering whether, after the summer's maturity of being a 
garageman, Ted would "get busy" in the university. He was 
thinking of his wife. "If she would only — if she wouldn't 
be so dam satisfied with just settling down — No I I wont I 
I won't go backl 111 be fifty in three years. Sixty in thirteen 
years. I'm going to have some fun before it's too late. I 
don't carel I willl" 

He thought of Ida Putiak, of Louetta Swanson, of that nice 
widow — ^what was her name? — Tanis Judique? — the one for 
whom he'd found the fiat. He was enmeshed in ima^naiy 
conversations. Then: 

"Gee, I can't seem to get away from thinking about folksl" 

Thus it came to him merely to run away was folly, because 
be could never run away from himsdf. 

That moment he started for Zenith. In his journey there 
was no appearance of fli^t, but he was fleeing, and four days 
afterward be was on the Zenith train. He knew that he was 
slinking back not because it was what he longed to do but 
because it was all he could do. He scanned again bis dift- 
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tovtty Uiat he could never nm away ttom Zenith and familv 
and cifice, because in his own brain he bore the office and the 
family and eveiy street and disquiet and illtisioB of Zenith. 
"But I'm going to — oh, I'm going to start somethingl" he 
/owed, and be tried to make it valianL 
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As lie valked tbrou^. the train, ItxAing for famfliir faca, 
he saw only one person whom he knew, and that was Soiecs 
Doane, the lawyer who, after the blessings of bang in Bab- 
bitt's own class at college and of bectHning a oxporatioD- 
counscl, had turned crank, had headed famw-labor tickets 
and fraternized with admitted socialists. Tbou^ he was la 
rebellion, naturally Babbitt did not care to be seen talking 
with such a fanatic, but in all the Pullmans he could &nd no 
other acquaiotaoce, and rductanUy be baited. Seneca Doaae 
was a sli^t, tbin-baired man, ratha like Cham FVink enept 
that be badn't Frink's grin. He was nading a book called 
"Hm Way of All Flesh." It looked rdigious to Bablutt, and 
be wondered if Doane could possibly bavr been converted 
and turned decent and patriotic. 

"Why, heJk), Doane," be said. 

Doane looked vp. His voice was cnriooai^ kmd. "OhI 
How do. Babbitt." 

"Been away, A7" 

<^C9, I've bcoi in Waslungtan." 

"Washington, d? How's the old G uvanm e u t making owt?" 

"It's— Wont you sit down?" 

"Tlianks. Don't care if I do. Wdl, wcQI Been quite a 
while since rve had a good dtanoe to talk to yon, Doane. I 
was, uh — Sony yon didnt tisn qt at tlie last dassr^maa." 

*'Ott-tbanks." 

'^ow^ the onioos cooing? Gditg to nn for oKyar apin?" 

Doane seemed restfess. He was finguing die pages of hb 
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book. He said "I mig^t" as thou^ it £dn't mean anything 
in particiilar, and he smiled. 

Babbitt liked that smHe, and hunted for conversation: "Saw 
a bang-19 cabaret in Nar York: the 'Good-Morning Cnti*^ 
bimch at the Hotel Minton." 

"Yes, they're pretty girls. I danced there one evening." 

"Oh. Like dandng?" 

"Naturally. I like Ham-ing and pretty women and good 
food better than anything else in the world. Most men do." 

"But gosh, Doane, I thought you fellows wanted to tafca 
aH die good eats and evoything away from us." 

"No. Not at all. What I'd Hke to see is the meeting of 
the Garment WoiIccts hdd at the Riti, with a dance after* 
ward. Isn't that reasonable?" 

"Yah, might be good idea, all li^t Wdl— Shame I 
haven't seen more of you, recent years. Oh, say, hope jroa 
haven't held it a^inst me, n^ backing you as mayor, goii^ 
on the stump for Prout. You see, I'm an organization Repub- 
lican, and I kind of fdt— " 

"There's no reason iriiy you shouldn't fi^t me. I have no 
doubt you're good for the Organization. I remember — in 
college you were an unusually liberal, semdtive ch^. I can 
still recall your saying to me that you were going to be a 
lawyer, and take the cases of the poor for nothing, and fi^t 
the rich. And I remember I said I was going to be (ue of 
the rich mysdf, and buy paintings and live at Newport I'm 
sure you inq>ired us all." 

"Wdl. . . . WeU. ... I've always aimed to be Uberal." 
Babbitt was oiormously shy and proud and sdf-consdous; 
he tried to look like the hoy he had been a quarter-century 
ago, and he shone ipon his old friend Seneca Doane as he 
rumbled, "IVouble with a lot of these fellows, even the live 
wires and some of 'em that think th^*re forward-looking, is 
they aren't broad-minded and liberal. Now, I always believe 
in ^ving the other fellow a chance, and listening to his ideas." 
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"That'g 6oe." 

"Ten you bow I figure it: A little oppo^tioD ia good for all 
of UB, 90 a fdlow, especially if he's a business man aaA at- 
gaged in doing the wwk of the world, ou^t to be libvaL" 

"Ye*-" 

"I always say a fdlow ou^t to have Vision and Ideals. 
I guea some of the fdlows in my busmess think I'm pretty 
viaiooaiy, }ut I just let 'em think irtiat they want to and go 
right on — same as you do. . . . By gt^y, this b nice to have 
a chance to sit and visit and kind of, you mi^t say, brush ip 
on our ideals." 

"But of course we visionaries do rather get beaten. Doesnt 
ft botho" you?" 

"Not a biti Nobody can dictate to me what I thinkl** 

'You're the man I want to help me. I want ]rou to talk 
lO some of the business men and try to make them a little 
more liberal in their attitude toward poor Beecher IngranL** 

"Ingram? But, why, he's this nut preadier that got ki^ed 
out of the Congr^tionalist Church, isnt he, and [readies 
free love and sedition?" 

Tlus, Doaoe explained, was indeed the goienl conceptioii 
of Beecher Ingram, but he himsdf saw Beecher Ingram as 
a priest of the brotheilxxNl of man, of irtiich Babtutt was 
notoriously an upholder. So would Babbitt \.exp his acquaint- 
ances from bounding Ingram and his forlorn little cbun^P 

"You betl I'D can down any of the boys I hear getting 
tunny about Inpmm," Babbitt said affectianately to his dear 
friend DouK. 

Doane wanned up and became rcmtnsoenL He qwke <rf 
student days in Gcnnany, of lobbying for sin^ tax in Wasb- 
ingtw, of intematioaal labor coofeFCDces. He mentiGBed his 
friends, Lord Wycombe, Coknd Wedgwood, Professor Pk- 
coH. B^ibitt had always supposed that Doane xaodaial 
only with the L W. W^ bat now he nodded gravefy, as <me 
nio knew Lofd Wyoodnes by Uie score, and he got to two nf> 
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s to Sir Gorald Doak. He felt daring and idealistic and 
cosDK^x)litan. 

Suddenly, in his new spiritual grandeur, be was sony for 
ZiUa Riesling, and understood her as these ordinary fellowa 
at the Boosters' Club never could. 



Five hours after he had arrived in Zenith and told Us wife 
bow hot it was in New York, be went to call cm Zilla. He 
was buzang with ideas and forgiveness. He'd get Paul 
rdeased; he'd do thin^, vague but highly benevolent things, 
for ZiUa; he'd be as generous as his friend Soieca Doane. 

He had not seen Zilla since Paul had shot her, and he still 
pictured her as buxom, high-colored, lively, and a little blowsy. 
As he drove iq> to her boarding-house. In a depressing back 
street below the wholesale district, he stopped in discomfort. 
At an iqjper window, leaning on her elbow, was a woman with 
the features of Zilla, but she was bloodless and aged, like a 
ydlowed wAl of old paper crumpled into wrinkles. Where 
Zilla had bounced and jigged, this woman was dreadfuDy 
still. 

He waited half an hour before she came into the boarding- 
bouse parlOT. Fifty times he opened the book of photographs 
of Oie Chicago World's Fair of 1893, fifty times he looked at 
die picture of the Court of Honor. 

He was startled to find Zilla In the room. She wore a 
black streaky gown which she had tried to brighten with a 
girdle of crimson ribbon. The ribbon had been torn and pa- 
tiently mended. He noted this carefully, because be did not 
wish to look at hv shoulders. One shoulder was lower than 
the oth«; one arm she carried in contorted fashion, as though 
it were paralyzed; and behind a high collar of cheap lace 
dure was « gouge In the anemic neck iriiich had once been 
lUofaig and softly p'unq). 
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"Yes?" she said. 

"Well, well, old Zillal By goUy, it's good to see yon agntl* 

"He can send bis messages through a lavfyer." 

"Why, rats, Zilla, I didn't come just oecause of him. Cam« 
as an old friend." 

"You waited long enoughl" 

"Well, you know how it is. F^ured you wouldn't want to 
see a friend of bis for quite some time and — Sit dowo, 
honey I Let's be sensible. We've all of us done a bunch of 
things that we hadn't ouj^t to, but maybe we can sort td 
start over again. Honest, Zilla, I'd like to do something to 
make you both happy. Know irtiat I thought to-day? Mind 
you, Paul doesn't know a thing about this — doesn't know I 
was going to come see you. I got to thinking: 2^la's a fine, 
big-hearted woman, and shell understand that, uh, Paul's had 
his lesson now. Why wouldn't it be a fine idea if you asked 
the govemw to pardon him? Believe he would, if it cane 
from you. Not Wait! Just think how good you'd fed if 
you were generous." 

"Yes, I wish to be gennaus." She was sitting priml^, 
^}eaking icily. "For that reason I wish to keep him in i»i9on, 
as an example to evil-doers. I've gotten religion, George, since 
the terrible thing that man did to me. Sometimes I used to 
be unkind, and I wished for worldly pleasures, for Hunting 
and the theater. But when I was in the ho^ital the pastor 
of the Pentecostal Communion Faith used to come to see m^ 
and be showed me, ri^t from the prophecies written in the 
Word of God, that the Day of Judgment is cwning and all the 
members of the older churches are going straight to eternal 
damnation, because they only do lip-service and swallow the 
world, the flesh, and the devil — " 

Fm fifteen wild minutes she talked, pouring out adrnmi* 
tions to flee the wrath to come, and her face flushed, het dead 
voice recaptured something of the shrill envgy of the old 
Zilla. She wound up with a furious: 
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It's tlie blmiag of God bimsdf that PruI should be in 
priaoD DOW, and Uku bdA humbled by punishment, so that he 
may yet save his soul, and so other wicked men, these hor- 
rible chasers after women and lust, may have an example." 

Babbitt had itched and twisted. As in church he dared 
not move during the sermon so now he fdt that he must seen 
attentive, though her screeching denunciations fiew past biin 
like carrion birds. 

He sought to be calm and brotherly: 

"Yes, I know, Zilla. Bat gosh, it certainly is the essence 
of itiigion to be charitable, isn't it? Let me tdl you how I 
figure it: What we need in the world is liberalism, liberally, 
if we're going to get anywbov. I've alw^s believed in being 
broad-minded and liberal — " 

"You? Liberal?" It was very much the old Zilla. "Why, 
George Babbitt, you're about as broad-minded and Ubcnl as 
a razor-bladel" 

"Oh, I am, am I] Well, Just let me tdl you. Just— let— 
me— tell— 3rou, I'm as by goUy liberal as you are rdigioos, 
anjrwayl You rdtgioust" 

"I am sol Our pastor says I sustain him in the faithi" 

"111 bet you dot With Paul's money! But just to show 
yon bow Ubsal I am, I'm going to send a check for ten budn 
to thfa Beecber Ingram, because a lot of fellows are spring 
die poor cuss preaches sedition and free love, and they're tty- 
ing to nm him out of town." 

"And they're ri^tl Tliey ou^t to run him out of town! 
Why, he preaches — if you can call it preadiing — fn a theater, 
in the House of SatanI You dont know what It is to find 
God, to find peace, to behold the snares tbat the devil q>readi 
out for our feet. Oh, I'm so g^d to see the mysterious pur- 
pcaes of God in having Paul harm me and stop my wicked' 
nes»~and Paul's getting his, good and plenty, for the crud 
thiop be did to me, and I hope he dies in prisonl" 

Babbitt was up, hat in hand, yowling, "Wdl, if that^ nbat 
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joo csU bdng at peace, lor heaven^ sake jnst vam me baioR 
yoa go to war, will yon?" 



Vait is tbe power of dties to redaim the wandav. More 
than moustains or tbe shore-devonriiig aea, a dly retains its 
diaracter, imperturbable, cynkal, htdding bdiind appartnt 
dunges its essentia] purpose. Tboa^ Babbitt bad deserted 
his family and dwelt witb Joe Paradise in the wildenMSB, 
tbougb be bad become a liberal, though be had been qniie 
sure, ou the night before he readied Zenith, that neither he 
nor the dty would be the same again, ten days after his 
return he could not bdieve that he bad ever lieen away. Nor 
was it at all evident to bis acquaintances that there was s new 
George F. Babbitt, save that he was more irritable under the 
fncessant chaffing at the Athletic Club, and once, witen Verpl 
GuDcb observed that Seneca Doane ought to be hanged, Bab- 
bitt snorted, "Oh, rats, he's not so bad." 

At home he grunted "Eh?" across the newspaper to his 
coDunentatory wife, and was ddighted by Tinka's new red 
lam o'sbanter, and announced, "No class to that corrugated 
iron garage. Have to buUd me a nke frame one." 

Verona and Kenneth Escott appeared really to be oigaged. 
In bis new^Mper Escott had conducted a pure-food crusade 
against commission-bouses. As a result he bad been given 
an excellent job in a commisskm-faouse, and be was making a 
aalary on which be could marry, and daoundng irresponsiUe 
reporters who wrote stories criticizing conunisaion-houses with- 
out knowing what tbey were talking about. 

This September Ted had entered the State Univetu^ as a 
freshman in the College of Arts and Sdences. Hie university 
was at Mobalis, only fifteen miles from Zenith, and Ted ofta 
came down for the we^-end. Babbitt was worried. Ted was 
"going in for" everything but books. He had tried to "make" 
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tbe football team as a U^t half-back, lie was loiAing for- 
ward to tbe basket-ball seascm, be was os the coounittee for 
die Freshman Hop, and (as a Zenithite, ao aristocrat among 
the ydiels) he was being "rushed" by two fraternities. But 
of bis studies Babbitt could learn nothing save a mumbled, 
"Oh, gosh, these old stiffs of teachers just ^ve you a lot of 
junk about literature and economics." 

One week-end Ted proposed, "Say, Dad, why can't I transfer 
over from the Gillege to the School of Engineaing and take 
mechanical engineering? You always holler that I never study, 
but honest, I would study there." 

"No, the Engineering School hasnt got the standing tbe 
College has," fretted Babbitt. 

"I'd like to know bow it basnti The Engineers can play 
00 any of tbe teams I " 

There was much e^lanation of the "dollars-and-cents value 
of being known as a college man when you go into the law," 
and a truly OTatorical account of the lawyer's life. Before he 
was through with it. Babbitt had Ted a United States Senator. 
Among the great lawyers whom he mentioned was Secena 
Doane. 

"But, gee whiz," Ted marvded, "I thought yaa always said 
this Doane was a reglar nuti" 

"That's no way to speak of a great mani Doane's always 
been a good friend of mine — fact I helped him in college — ^I 
started him out and you might say in^ired him. Just b^ 
cause he's synq»thetic with the aims of Labor, a lot of chumps 
that lack liberality and broad-mindedness think he's a crank, 
but let me tell you there's mighty few of 'em that rake in the 
fees he does, and he's a friend of some of the strongest, most 
consffvative men in the world — ^like Lord Wycombe, this, uh, 
this big English nobleman that's so well known. And you 
now, which would you rather do; be In with a lot of greasy 
mechanics and lab<Hing-men, or chum up to a real fellow like 
Lord Wycombe, and get invited to his house for parties?" 
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"WeU—goah," sfgbed Ted. 

The nest week-end be came in jpyoisly with, "Say, Dsd, 
niiy couldn't I take mining cngineeriDg instead of the academic 
coune? You talk about standing — mqrbe tbve isnt much in 
mecbanical engineaiiiig, but tbe Hinen, gee, tb^ got levea 
out of deven in the new dectims to Nu Tau Tanl" 
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Ths strike irtiich turned Zenith into tfro belligerent campe, f 

vriiite and red, began late in September with a walk-out of / 
telephone gjrls and linemen, in protest against a reduction «S 
wages. The newly formed union of dairy-products workers { 
went out, partly in syn^tl^r and partly in demand for a j 
forty-four hour week. They woe followed by the truck- I 
driws' union. Industry was tied np, and the whole city was j 
HCTVous with talk of a trolley strike, a printers' strike, a gen* { 
enl strike. Furious citizens, trying to get telephone calls 1 
throng strike-breaking ^Is, danced helplessly. Every truck I 
that made its way from the factories to the freight-stations 1 
was guarded by a policeman, trying to look stoical beside the I 
scab driver. A line of fifty trucks from the Zenith Sted and 1 
Machineiy Company was attacked by strikos — rushing out i 

fTora the sidewidk, pulling drivers from the seats, smashing ' 

carbureters and cfKnmutators, while tdephone girls cheered 
from the walk, and small boys heaved bricks. 

He National Guard was ordered out. Colonel Niion, wi» 
jn private life was Mr. Caleb Nixon, secretary of the Pull- 
more Tntctcv Con^mny, put on a long khaki coat and stalked 
through crowds, a 44 automatic in band. Even Babbitt's 
friend, Clarence Drum the shoe merchant — a round and merry 
man iriio told stories at the Athletic Gub, and who strangdy 
resembled a Victorian pug-dog — ^was to be seen as a waddling 
but ferocious obtain, with bis bdt ti^t about his comfortable 
little bdly, and bis round little mouth petulant as he piped 
to chattering groi^ on comas. "Move on there nowl I 
can't have any of this loiteringl" 
311 
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Evoy nempaptT in the city, save one, was a^dnst the 
strikers. When mobs raided tfae Dews-stands, at each was 
stationed a militiaman, a young, embarrassed dtixen-scddier 
with eye-glasses, bookkeq>er or grocery-clerk in private lilc, 
trying to look dangerous while small boys ydped, "Get onto 
de tin soldierl" and striking truck-drivers inquired tenderiy, 
"Say, Joe, when I was fighting in Prance, was you in camp 
in the States or was you doing Swede exercises in the 
Y. M. C. A.? Be careful of that bayonet, now, or youll 
cut yoursdf!" 

I That was no one in Zenith who talked of anything but the 
I strike, and no one who did not take sides. You were eitlur a 
! courageous friend of Labor, or you were a fearless suf^Kirter 
{ «f the Rights of Pn^wrty; and in dther case yon were bd- 
I ligcrent, and ready to disown any friend who did not hate 
Ithe enemy. 

\ A condensed-milk plant was set afire — each ude charged 
it to the other — and the city was hysterical. 
/And Babbitt chose this time to be publicly liberal. 

He belonged to the sound, sane, right-thinking wing, and 
at first he agreed that the Crooked A^tators ought to be shot. 
Be was sorry when his friend, Seneca Doane, defended arrested 
strikers, and be thought of going to Doane and wplqining 
about these agitators, but when he read a twoad^de alle^ng 
that even on their former wages the tdephone girls had been 
hungry, be was troubled. "All lies and fake figures," he said, 
but in a doubtful cioak. 

For the Sunday after, the fTi^tham Road FresbyteriaD 
Oiurch announced a sermon by Dr. John JennistHi Drew on 
"How the Saviour Would End Strikes." Babbitt had been 
ne^gat about church-going latdy, but he went to the 
service, hc^ful that Dr. Drew really did have the informa- 
tion as to what the divine powers thought about strikes. Be- 
side Babbitt in the large, curving, ^ossy, vdvet-qdiohtered 
pew was dum fVink. 



D.n.iized by Google 



BABBITT 313 

Fdnk iriiiq>ered, "HqK the doc gives the striken hdlt 
Orduuuity, I don't believe in a preach^ butting into political 
matteis — let him stick to straight relipon and save souls, and 
not stir tq> a lot of discussion — but at a time like this, I do 
think he ought to stand right iq> and bairi out those plug- 
uglies to a fare-you-welll" 

"Yes-^weU— " said Babbitt. 

The Rev. Dr. Drew, his rustic bang fleeing with the in- 
tensity of his poetic and sodologic ardw, trumpeted: 

"During the untoward series of industrial dislocations which 
have — ^let us be courageous and admit it boldly — throttled 
the business life of our fair dty these past days, there has 
been a great deal of loose taHt about scientific prevention of 
scientific — scientific t Now, let me tell you that the most un- 
scientific thing in the world is sdmcel Take the attacks 
on the established fundamentals of the Christian creed which 
were so papular mth the 'scientists' a generation ago. Oh, 
yes, they were mighty fellows, and great poo-bahs of criti- 
cism I They were going to destroy the church; they were 
going to prove the world was created and has been brought to 
its extraordinary level of morality and civilization by blind 
chance. Yet the church stands just as firmly to-day as ever, 
and the only answer a Christian pastor needs make to the long- 
haired cf^xments of his simple faith is just a pitying smilel 

"And now these same 'scientists' want to replace the natural 
condition of free competition by aazy systems which, no 
matter by what high-sounding names they are called, are noth- 
ing but a de^wtic paternalism. Naturally, I'm not criticizing 
labor courts, injunctions against men proven to be striking 
unjustly, or those ezceUent unions in which the men and the 
boss get togetho'. But I certainly am criticizing the systems 
in which the free and fluid motivation of independent labor is 
to be replaced by cooked-up wage-scales and minimum salaries 
and government commissions and labor federations and aU 
that poppycock. 
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"What is not geaerally understood is that this wbole Indos* 
trial matter tin't a question of economics. It's casentially 
and mly a matter of Love, and of the practical appUcmtioa <rf 
the Christian rdigiool Imajpne a factory — instead of com- 
mittees of workmen aliemdng the boss, the boss goes amoog 
them smiling, and they smile back, the dder brother and die 
younger. Brothers, that^ what they must be, loving brothers, 
and then strikes would be as inconceivable as hatred in the 
bomel" 

It was at this point that BiOjbitt muttered, "Cb, rotl" 

"Hub?" said Cbum Frink. 

"He doesn't know irtiat he's talking about It^ jost as 
clear as mud. It doesnt mean a dam thing." 

"Maybe, but — " 

Frink looked at him doubtfully, throuf^ all the service kept 
l^andng at bim doubtfully, till Babbitt was nenraoa. 



The strikers bad announced a parade for Tutsdsy moniing, 
bat Colonel Nixon had forbidden it, the new^»pers said. 
When Babbitt drove west &om his office at ten that mwning, 
he saw a drove of shabby men heading toward the tan{^ 
dir^ district beyond Coml House Square. He hated them, 
because they were poor, because they made him fed insecure, 
"Damn loafers I Wouldn't be common workmen if thqr had 
any pep," he conq)Iained. He wondered if there was going 
to be a riot. He drove toward the starting^xwit of the 
parade, a triangle of limp and faded grass known as Moofi 
Street Park, and halted his car. 

Tbe park and streets wve biuzing with strikers, young men 
ta blue denim shirts, old men with caps, Througji them, 
keeping them stirred like a boiling pot, moved the miiUJamfw, 
Babbitt could hear the soldiers' aoootaxim «decs; "Keep 

y 
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nnvfaig— move on, "bo^jucp your feet warml" Bablritt ad- 
mired their stdid good tenq>er. The crowd shouted, "Tin 
soldiers," and "Dirty dogs— servants of the capitalists!" but 
the mQitianieD grloned and answered mly, "Sure, that's righL 
Ke^ moving, Billyl " 

Babbitt thrilled over the dtizen-soldiers, bated the scoun- 
drels who were obstructing the pleasant ways of proqwrily, 
admired Colond Nixon's striding contempt for the crowd; and 
as C^tain Clarence Drum, that rather puffing shoe-dealer, 
came raging by, Babbitt respectfully clamored, "Great worii, 
Capt^I Don't let 'em march!" He watched Ae atrikera 
filing from the park. Many of them bore posters with "They 
can't stc^ our peacefully walking." The militiamen tore away 
the posters, but the strikers Ml in behind their leaders and 
straggled off, a thin uninqnessive trickle between sted-^lnting 
lines of soldiers. Babbitt saw with disai^»intment that there 
wasn't going to be any violence^ nothing interestittg at aK. 
Then be ga^Md. 

Among thf narchen, beside a balky young workman, was 
Seneca Doane, smiltng, content. In front of him was ProfessOT 
Brockbank, head of the history department in the State Uni- 
vosity, an old man and white-bearded, known to come from 
a distinguished Massachusetts family. 

"Why, gosh," Babbitt marveled, "a swell like him in with 
the strikers? And good ole Senny Doanet They're fools 
get mixed up with this bunch. They're- parlor socialists! Bui 
they have got nerve. And nothing in it for them, not a centt 
And — ^I don't know 's all the strikers look like sudi tou^ 
nuts. Look just about like anybody else to mel" 

The militiamen were turning the parade down a side street, 

"They got just as much right to march as anybody dsel 
Th^ own the streets as much as Clarabce Drum or the Ameri- 
can Le^on does!" Babbitt grumbled. "Of course, tbqrte 
—they're a bad element, but— Oh, ratsl" 
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At the Atbkdc Qnb, Babbitt ma sOoit dnring fanch, iriiSe 
dw otben fretted, "I don't know iriist the noM's anDng to," 
« Bcriaced their q)irit5 with "kiddii^'* 

C^tain Clarence Drum came swin^ng by, itp l rmfirt ia 
khaki. 

"How's it gmng, Captain?" inqnired VergD GondL 

"Oh, we got 'on storied. Wc worked 'on off on ade streets 
and 9q>arated 'em and th^ got diaooaraged and wait home." 

"due work. No vitdence." 

"Fme work nothingl" groaned Hr. Drmn. "If I had my 
way, there'd be a irtule lot of vitrieoce, and I'd start if, and 
then the lAoIe thing would be over. I dmt bdiare in stand- 
by back aod wet-musing these fdlows and lettti^ the do- 
tttrbaoces drag m. I tdl you these strikers are nothing in 
God's workl but a lot of bomb-throwing socialists and thogs, 
and the only way to handle 'em is with a clubl That^ what 
I'd do; beat up the iriiole lot of 'emi" 

Babbitt bean] himsdf saying, "Oh, rats, Clarence, they h>ak 
Just about like you and me, and I certainly didnt notice any 
bombs." 

Drum conqilained, "Oh, you didn't, di? Wdl, maylSe you'd 
like to take charge of the strikel Just tdl Cdond Nlzoo 
i^t innocents the strikers arel He'd be glad to hear about 
HI" Drum strode on, while all the table stared at Bablntt. 

"What's the idea? Do yon want us to ^ve those bdl- 
houDds love and kisses, or iriiat?" said Orrille Jones. 

"Do yoo defend a lot of boodlums that are trying to take 
the bread and butter away from our bmilies?" raged Pro- 
fessor Pwnphrqr. 

Vergil Gunch intimidating said nothing. He put <mi stern- 
ness like a mask; his jaw was hard, his bristly short hair 
seemed crud, his silence was a fcrodons thunder. While the 
olhen assured Babbitt that they must have misnoderstood 
him, Gunch looked as though he had understood only too wdL 
lik* a rtdwd judge he listoied to Babbitt's stammering: 
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*^o, sure; oonrse they're a bunch of tougjis. But I just 
mean — Strikes me it's bad policy to talk about dubbing 
'em. Cabe Nixon doesn't. He's got the &De Italian hand. 
And that's why he's odond. Clarence Drum is jealous of 
him." 

"Well," said Professor Puii:q>hrey, "you hurt Clarence's 
fedings, George. He's been out there all morning getting hot 
and dusty, and no wonder he wants to beat the tar out of 
those sons of gunsi" 

Gunch said nothing, and watdied; and Babbitt knew that 
he was being watched. 



As he was leaving the dub Babbitt heard Chum Frink pro- 
testing to Gundi, " — don't know what's got into him. Last 
Sunday Doc Drew preached a corking sermon about decency 1 
in business and Babbitt kicked about that, too. Near 's I 
can figure out — " 

Babbitt was vagudy fri^tened. 



He saw a crowd listening to a man who was talking from 
the rostrum of a kitchen-chair. He staK>ed his car. Frcun 
new^iaper pictures he knew that the ^>eaker must be the 
notorious freelance preacher, Beecher Ingram, of whom Seneca 
Doane had spoken, Ingram was a gaunt man with flamboyant 
hair, weather-beaten cheeks, and worried eyes. He was 
plrading: 

" — if those tdephone girls can hold out, living on one meal 
a day, doing their own washing, starving and smiling, you 
big bulking men ou^t to be able — " 

Babbitt saw that from the sidewalk Ver^ Gunch was vatcb- 
tag him. In vague disquiet he started the car and nw 
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dianically drove ob, wbile Gundi's hostOe eyes aeoned to 
follow him all the way. 



'There^ a lot of these fellows," Babbiu was convlaimng to 
his wife, "that think if wwkmen go oa strike they're a. nga\MX 
bunch of fiends. Now, of course, it's a fight between sound 
business and the destructive element, and we got to lick the 
stuffin's out of 'em when they challenge us, but doggcmed if 
I see wl^ we can't fig^t like gentlemen and not go calling 
*em dirty do^ and saying they ought to be shot down." 

"Why, George," she said placidly, "1 thoi^t you alw^s 
insisted that all strikers ought to be put in jail," 

"I never did I Wdl, I mean — Some of 'em, of course. 
Irresponsible leaders. But I mean a fellow ought to be l»oad- 
minded and liberal about things like — " 

"But dearie, I thought you always said these so-called 1ib> 
cral' people were the worst of — " 

"RatsI Woman never can undostand the different defini- 
'Uons of a word. Depends on how you mean it. And it dont 
pay to be too cocksure about anything. Now, these strikers: 
Honest, they're not such bad people. Just foolish. They don't 
understand the coiiq)lications of merchandizing and profit, the 
way we business men do, but sometimes I think they're about 
like the rest of us, and no more hogs for wages than we are 
fix profits." 

"Georgel If petqjle were to hear yott talk like that — of course 
I know you; I remember what a wild craiy b(^ yoa were; 
I know you don't mean a word you say — but if people that 
didnt understand you wve to bear you talking, th^'d think 
you were a regular sodaBstl" 

"What do I care what aiqrbo^ tfaii^P And let me tdl 
jtm rig^t now — I want you to distinctly ondastaiKl I never 
vaa a wild crazy kid, and iriien I say a thing, I mean it, and 
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t stand by It and — Honest, do you think people would think 
I was too liberal if I just said the strikers were decent?" 

"Of course they would. But don't wony, dear; I know you 
don't mean a word of it. Time to trot 1^ to bed now. Have 
you enough covers for to-ni^t?" 

On the sleeping-porch he puzzled, "She doesn't undnstand / 
me. Hardly understand myself. Why can't I take things 
easy, way I used to? 

"Wish I could go out to Seni^ JOoane's house and talk 
thin^ over with him. Nol Suiqwse Verg Gunch saw nw 
going in therel 

"Wish I knew some really smart woman, and nice, that 
would see what I'm trying to get at, and let me talk to her 
and — I wonder if Myra's right? Could the fellows think ' 
I've gone nutty just because I'm broad-minded and liberal? 
Way Verg looked at me—" 
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Hiss McGoun ctme into bis private office at three in thi 
aftanoon with "Lbsen, Mr. BabUtt; there^ a Mra. Judkiae 
on the "phone— wants to see about 8«De rqwin, ud tbt 
lalesmen are all oat. Want to talk to ha?" 

"All right" 

The voUx of Tanis Judiqne was clear and [deasanL The 
Uad blinder of die tdqibone-receiver seemed to bold a tiny 
f^wim^tgr] image of her: lustrous eyes, ddicate nose, gentle 
diin. 

"TUs is Mis. Judiqne. Do you remember me? You drove 
RM iq) here to the Cavendish ^lartments and helped me find 
jach a nice flat." 

"Surel Bet I rememberl What can I do fOT you?'' 

"Why, it's iust a little— I don't know that I ou^t to 
bother you, but the janitor doesnt seem to be able to fix it 
You know my flat is on the top floor, and with these autumn 
rains the roof is beginning to leak, and I'd be awfully ^ad 
if— " 

"Sure! Ill come up and take a kxA at it" Nervously, 
''When do you expect to be in?" 

"Why, I'm in every morning." 

"Be in this afternoon, in an hour w so?" 

"Ye-es. Perhaps I could {pve you a cvp of tea. I think 
I oug^t to, after all your trouble." 

-'Fine! Ill run tqt there soon as I can get away." 

He meditated, "Now there's a woman that's got refinement, 
savvy, dassl 'After all 3ratir trouble — give you a cup of tea.' 
She'd i^^Hedate a fellow. I'm a fool, but I'm not sodi a bad 
cuss, get to know me. And not so much a fool as thty thinki" 
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The great strike was over, the striUeks beaten. Except that 
VvgA GuDcb seemed less cordial, there wne do visible ^ects 
of Babbitt's treachery to the dan. The oppressive fear of 
critidsm was gone, but a diffident loneliness remained. Now 
he was so echilarated that, to prove be wasn't, be droned 
about the office for fifteen minutes, looking at blue-printa, 
explaining to Miss McGoun that this Mrs. Scott wanted more 
money iot her house — ^had raised the asking-price — raised it 
from seven thousand to eighty-five hundred — ^would Miss 
McGoun be sure and put it down on the card — Mrs. Scott's 
bouse — raise. When he had thus established bimsdf as a 
person unemotional and interested only in business, he saun^ 
tered out. He took a particularly long time to start bis car; 
he kicked the tires, dusted the glass of the speedometer, and 
tightened the screws holding the wind-shield spot-light. 

He drove ht^ily off toward the Bellevue district, conadoos 
of the presence of Mrs. Judique as of a brSliant light on the 
horizon. The maple leaves had fallen and they lined the gut- 
ters of the a^halted streets. It was a day of pale gold and 
faded green, tranquil and lingering. Babbitt was aware of the 
meditative day, and of the barrenness of Bellevue — blocks of 
wooden houses, ^rages, little shops, weedy k)ts. "Needs pep- 
ping i^; needs the touch that pec^Ie like Mrs. Judique could 
^ve a place," he ruminated, as be rattled through the long, 
crude, airy streets. The wind rose, enlivening, keen, and in 
a blaze of well-being he came to the flat of Tanis Judique. 

She was wearing, iihea she fiutteringly admitted him, a tmdk 
of black chiffon cut modestly round at the base of her pretty 
throat. She seemed to him immensely sophisticated. He 
tranced at the cretonnes and cidored prints in her living-room, 
and gorged, "Gosh, you've fixed the place nicel Takes a 
dever woman to know how to make a home, all rightl" 

"Tou really like it? I'm so c^l But you've neglected 
me, scandalously. You [vomiaed to come some time and kara 
to dance." 
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Ratlier unsteadily, "Ob, but you didn*t dwsh it serioiBlyt* 

"Perhaps not. But you might have triedl" 

*'Well, here I've come for my lesson, and you mi^t jmt ■> 
vdl prepare to have me stay for stqqwrl" 

They both laughed in a manner vfaich indicated that of 
course be didn't mean it. 

"But first I guess I better look at that leak." 

She climbed witb bim to the flat roof of the apartment- 
house — a detached world of slatted wooden walks, clodiea- 
Iines, water-tank in a penthouse. He poked at things widi 
his toe, and sou^t to ingress her by being learned about 
caK>cr guttos, the desirability of passing plumbing [npcs 
through a lead collar and sleeve and fUahiug them with cop- 
per, and the advantages of cedar over boiler-iron for tool- 
tanka. 

"You have to know so much, in real estate I" she adndred. 

He promised that the roof should be rquired within two 
days. "Do you mind my ^Jioning ftom your apartmoit?" 
be asked. 

"Heavens, no I" 

He stood a moment at the copli^;, looung over a land of 
bard little bungalows with abnormally large porches, and new 
^MTtment-bouses, small, but brave with variegated biick 
walls and terra-cotta trimmings. Beyond them was a htQ with 
B gouge of yellow day like a vast wound. Bdiind evexy 
qtartmcDt-bouse, beside each dwdling, were small garages. It 
was a world of good little people, comfortable, iodostiioas, 
credulous. 

In the autumnal light the flat newness was mellowed, and 
the air was a sun-tinted pool. 

"Golly, it's oae fine afternoon. You get a great view hen, 
lig^t vp Tanner's Hill," said Babbitt. 

"Yes, isn't it nice and opea" 

"So dam few people appreciate a Anew." 

"DoDt you go raising n^ rent <n that accovntl Oh, ibaX 
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«Bs aan^ity of mel I mu Juat tessliig. Seriously though 
there are so few who respoid — ^who react to V^ews. I mean 
— they haven't any feeling of poetiy and beauty." 

"That's a fact, they havent," he breathed, admiring her 
slendemess and the absorbed, aiiy way in which she k>oked 
towsrd the hill, diin lifted, lips smiling, "Well, guess I'd 
better telqthone the [dumbers, so they'll get on the job first 
thing in the morning," 

When he had telephoned, maldi^; it conqjicuously authori- 
tative and gruff and masculine, he looked doubtful, and 
sigibed, "Stwse Fd'better be—" 

"Oh, you must have that ciq> of tea firstt" 

**WeII, it would go pretty good, at that." 

It was luxurious to loll in a deq) green rep chair, his le^ 
thrust out before bim, to glance at the black Chinese tde- 
I^ne stand and the colored photograph of Mount Vernon 
which he had always liked so much, while is the tiny 
kitdien — so near — Mrs. Judique sang "My Creole Queen.*' 
In an intolerable sweetness, a contentment so deep that be 
was wistfully discontented, he saw magnolias by moonli^t 
and heard plantation darkies crooning to the banjo. He 
wanted to be near her, on pretense of helping her, yet he 
wanted to remain in this still ecstasy. Languidly he remained. 

When she bustled in with the tea he smiled i^ at her. 
"Hub is awfully nicel " Fw the first time, he was not fenc- 
ing; he was quietly and securely friendly; and friendly and 
quiet was her answer: "It's nice to have you here. You wtre 
so kind, helping me to find this little home." 

Th^ agreed that the weather would soon turn cold. They 
agreed that prohibition was prohibitive. They agreed that art 
in the home was cultural. They agreed about everything. 
They even became bold. They hinted that these modem 
young girls, well, honestly, their short skirts were short. They 
were proud to find that tfaey were not shocked by such frank 
^leaking. Tania ventured, "I know youll undentand— I 
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mean — ^I don't quite know bow to say it, but I do UmA. tint 
ffth who pretend they're bad by the w&y they dress realfy 
never go any farther. Tbey ghfe away the fact that the^ 
havent the instincts of a womanly woman." 

Remembering Ida Putiak, the manicure girl, and bow ill she 
had used him, Babbitt agreed with enthusiasm; r«neiiibering 
bow ill all the world had used him, be told of Paul Riesling, 
of Zilla, of Seneca Doaae, of the strike: 

"See how it was? Course I was as anxious to have those 
beggars licked to a standstiQ as anybody else, but gosh, nc 
reason for not seeing thrir ^de. For a fellow's own sake, he's 
got to be broad-minded and liberal, dont you think so?" 

"Oh, I dol" Sitting on the hard little couch, she dasptd 
her hands beside her, leaned toward him, absorbed bim; and 
in a glorious state of being appreciated he prodaimed: 

"So I up and said to the fellows at the club, Xook hen,' 
I—" 

"Do you belong to the Union Otdi? I think it's — " 

"No; the Athletic. Tdl you: Course they're always ading 
me to join the Union, but I always say, 'No, sir I Nothing 
doingl' I don't mind the eipense but I can't stand all the 
old fogies." 

"Oh, yes, that's so. But tell me: iriiat did you sqr to 
them?" 

"Oh, you don't want td^hear it. I'm probably boring yon 
to death with my troublesi You wouldn't hardly think I was 
an old duffer; I sound like a kidi" 

"Oh, you're a boy yet. Z mean — you can't be a day over 
forty-five," 

"Well, I'm not— much. But by golly I bepn to fed 
middle-aged sometimes; aU these responsibilities and aD." 

"Ob, I knowl" Her voice caressed him; it cloaked him like 
warm silk. "And I fed lonely, so lonely, some days, Bfr. 
BaU>itL" 
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*^eVe a awl pair of birdsl But I think weVe pretty dam 
Bktl" 

"Yes, I think we're lots nicer than most people I koowl" 
Tbey smiled. "But please tell me what you said at the Qub." 

'Well, it was like this: Course Seneca Doane is a friend 
tS mine — they can say what they want to, they can call him 
aiqrthing they please, but what most folks bat don't know 
is that Sem^ is the bosom pal of some of the biggest states- 
men in the world — hard Wycombe, frinstance — ^you know, 
this big British nobleman. My friend Sir Gerald Doak told 
me that Lord Wycombe is one of the biggest guns in RngiawH 
— ^wdl, Doak or somebocfy told me." 

"OhI Do you know Sir Gerald? The one that was here, 
at the McKelv^s'?" 

"Know him? Well,'say, I know him just well enougji so 
we call each otbei George and Jcny, and we got so pickled 
together in Chicago—" 

"That nuist have been fun. But — " She shook a finger 
at him. " — I can't have you getting pickled 1 111 have to 
take you in handl" 

*Wish you wouldl . . . Well, aze saying: You see I happen 
to know what a big noise Senoy Doane is outside of Zenith, 
but of course a prophet hasnt got any honor in his owo 
country, and Senny, dam his old hide, he's so blame modest 
that he never lets folks know the kind of an outfit he travds 
with when he goes abroad. Wdl, during the strike Clarence 
Drum comes pee-rading vp to our table, all dolled i^ St to 
kiQ In his nice lil cap'n's uniform, and som^>ody says to him, 
'Busting the strike, Clarence?' 

"Well, he sweUs up like a pouter-pigeon and he hollers, 
so 'b you could hear him way iqi in the reading-room, "Yes, 
sure; I tdd the strike-leaders iriKre they got oB, and so tb^y 
went home.' 

" 'Wdl,' I says to him, '^ad there wasn't any violence.' 
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** 'Yea,' he aajrs, 'but if I hadnt kq>t my t^e dimied fbae 
would 've been. AD those fellows had bombs in thdr pockett. 
They're reglar anarchists.' 

" 'Oh, rats, Qarence,' I sa3rs, 1 looked 'em aH over care> 
folly, and tb^ didn't have any more bombs 'n a nblut,' I 
says. 'Cotuse,' I says, 'they're foolish, but thq^'re a good 
deal like you and roe, after all.' 

"And then Vergil Gunch or somebody — no, it was Ounn 
Frink — you know, this famous poet — great pal of mine — he 
says to me, 'Look here,' he says, 'do you mean to say yoa 
advocate these strikes?' Wdl, I was so disgusted with a 
fdlow whose mind worked that way that I swear, I had s 
good mind to not eq>laln at aQ — ^jnst ignnr him — " 

"Ob, that's so wisel" said Mrs. Jadique. 

" — but finally I explains to him: If you'd done as modi 
as I have on Chamber of Commerce committees and all,' 1 
says, 'then you'd have the ri^t to talk! But same time,' I 
says, 'I believe in treating your o^^xHient like a gentlemanl* 
WeU, sir, that held 'em I Friok — Chum I always call him — 
he didnt have atwther word to say. But at that, I goeas 
some of 'em kind o' thought I was too liberal. What do yon 
think?" 

"Oh, you were so wise. And courageous! I love a man 
to have the courage of his convictions!" 

"But do you think it was A good stunt? After aD, some 
of these fellows are so dam cautious and nairow-minded that 
they're prejudiced against a feiUow that talks rig^t out in 



"What do you care? In the long nm they're bound to 
respect a man irtio makes them think, and with jniur rcpnta- 
tkm for oratory you — " 

"What do you know about my reputation fa* oratory?'* 

"Oh, I'm not going to tdl you everything I knowl But 
seriously, you dont realize lAat a famous man 3roa are." 

"Well— lliou^ I havent done much oratmg this M. 
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Too kind of botliered by tliia Paul Riesling bosiness, I guess. 
But — Do yoa know, you're the first person that's really 
understood -wbat I was getting at, Tanis — Listen to me, wiU 
yoal Fat nerve I've got, calling you TanisI" 

"Oh, dol And shall I call you George? Don't you think 
it's awfully nice when two people have so much — ^what shall 
I call it?— so much analysis that they can discard all these 
stupid conventions and understand each other and become 
acquainted right away, like ships that pass in the nif^t?" 

"I certainly dot I certainly do!" 

He was no longer quiescent in bis chair; he wandered 
about the room, he dropped on the couch beside Im. But 
as he awkwardly stretched Ills hand toward her fragile, im- 
maculate fingers, she said bristly, "Do give me a cigarette. 
Would you think poor Tanis was dreadfully nauf^^ if she 
smoked?" 

"Lord, nol Ilikeitl" 

He had often and weightily pondered flappers smoking in 
Zenith restaurants, but he knew only one woman who smcriud 
— Mrs. Sam Doppelbrau, his flinty ndghbor. He ceremoni- 
ously lifted Tanis's ci^rette, looked for a place to deport 
the burnt match, and dro{q)ed it into bis pocket. 

''I'm sure you want a agar, yoa poor mani" she crooned. 

"Do you mind one?" 

"Oh, nol I love the smell of a good dgar; so nice and — 
so nice and like a man. Yoult find an ash-tray in my bed- 
room, on the table beside the bed, if yon don't 4nind get- 
ting it." 

He was embarrassed by her bedroom: the broad couch 
with a cover of violet silk, mauve curtains striped with gok), 
Chinese Chiiq>endale bureau, and an amazing row of slippers, 
with ribbon-wound shoe-trees, and primrose stocking lying 
across them. His maimer of bringing the ash-tray had just 
the ri^t note of easy friendliness, he fdt. "A boob like 
Verg Gundi would try to get funny about sedng her bedroom^ 
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but I take it caaually." He was not casual afterward. Tlw ' 
conteotment of companionship was gone, and be was restless 
with desire to touch her hand. But whenever be turned 
toward her, the cigarette was in his way. It was a. shidd 
between them. He waited till she should have finished, bnt 
as he rejoiced at her quick crushing of its light on tbe ash- 
tr^ she said, "Don't you want to give me another cigarette?" 
and bt^xlessly he saw the screen of pale smoke and her grace- 
ful tUted hand again between them. He was not mo^ 
curious now to find out vriiether sbe would let bim hold her 
hand (all in the purest friendship, naturally), bat agonized 
with need of it. 

On the surface ai^jeared none of bD this fretful dnuna. 
They were talking cheerfully of motors, of trips to Califmnia, 
of Chum Frink. Once he said ddicately, "I do hate these 
guys — I hate these people that invite thenudves to meals, but 
I seem to have a feding I'm going to have siq9>er with the 
lovdy Mrs. Tanis Judique to-night. But I suj^xne you 
prob^ly have seven dates already." 

"Well, I was thinking some of going to tbe movies. Yes, 
I really think I ou^t to get out and get amne fresh air." 

She did not encourage him to stay, but never did she dis- 
courage him. He considered, "I better take a sneakl She 
will let me stay — there is something doing — and I mustn't get 
mixed up with— I mustn't — I've got to beat it." Then, "No. 
it's too late now." 

Suddenly, at seven, brushing her dgarette away, bnnqueJy 
taking her hand: 

"Tanisl Stop teasing mel You know we — Ha« we an^ 
a couple of londy birds, and we're awful happy together. 
Anyway I ami Never been so happyl Do let me stayl I'D 
galley down to the ddicatessen and buy some stuff— cdd 
chicken maybe — or cold turkey — and we can have a nice 
little stqipcr, and afterwa rd s, if yon want to diast me onf. 
Ill be good and go like a lamb." 
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'^dl — ya — it would be nice," she said. 

Nor did she withdraw her hand. He squeezed It, trembling, 
and blundered towsrd his coat. At the delicatessen he bou^t 
preposterous stores of food, chosoi on the principle of ex- 
pensiveness. From the drug store across the street he tde- 
phoned to his wife, "Got to get a fdlow to sign a lease before 
he leaves town on the midnight. Wont be bcnne till bte. 
Don't wait up for me. Kiss Tinka good-ni^U" He eqiect- 
antly lumbered back to the flat. 

"Ot, you bad thing, to buy so much foodl" was her greet- 
ing, and her voice was gay, her smile acceptant. 

He helped her in the tiny irtiite kitchen; he washed the 
lettuce, he (^wned the olive bottle. She ordoed him to set 
the table, and as he trotted into the living-room, as he hunted 
throu^ the buffet for knives and foiks, he fdt utterly at 
home. 

"Now the only other thing," he announced, "is what you're 
going to wear. I can't decide whether you're to put on your 
swelleat evening gown, or let your hair down and put on short 
skirts and make-believe you're a little girl." 

"I'm going to dine just as I am, in this old diiffon rag, and 
if you can't stand poor Tanis that way, you can go to the 
club for dinnerl" 

"Stand youl" He patted her shoulder. "Child, you're the 
brainiest and the loveliest and finest woman I've ever metl 
Come now, Lady Wycombe, if youll take the Duke of Zenith's 
Min, we will proambulate in to the magnolious feedl" 

*'Ok, you do say the funniest, nicest things I" 

When they had finished the picnic siq^>er he thrust his liead 
out of the window and rq>orted, "It's turned awful chilly, 
and I think it's going to rain. You dcMit want to go to 
the movies." 

«WeD— " 

"1 wish we had a fireplacel I wish it was rainii^ like all 
gdroat to^ii^t, and we were in a funny little old-faahiosed 
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cottage, Mtd die trees thnsbhig like evayddng ootsid^ and 

■ greit big log fire and— 111 tdl yonl Let^ dnw tin ooac^ 
qi to the radiator, and stretdi our feet out, and pretend it^ 

■ wood-fire," 

"Oh, I think that^ patheticl Yon big diQdl" 
But they did draw vp to the radiator, and propped Aeir 
feet against it— his clumsy black shoes, her patait4eatfaa 
drapers. In the dimness th^ talked of tbemsdves; of bow 
lonely she was, how bewQdered he, and how wiHiderfnl that 
tbey bad found each other. As tb^ fdl silent the room was 
stills tTian a country lane. There was no sound from tbe 
street save the whir of motor-tires, the rumble of a distant 
fret^t-train. Self-contained was the room, warm, secor^ in- 
sulated from tbe baraaung world. 

He was absorbed by a rapture in which all fear and doobt^ 
ing were smoothed away; and when he reached home, at dawo, 
tbe r^iture bad mdlowed to amtentment aenne and full of 
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Thk RSsurance of Tanis Judiqae's friendship fwUfied Bab- 
bitt's adi-appioval. At the Athletic Oub be became experi- 
nwntal. Though VergQ Guoch was sQ«it, the others at the 
RooghDecks' Table came to accept Babbitt as having, for do 
visible reasoo, "turned crank." They argued vindily with 
him, and he was cocky, and mjoyed the ^}ectade of his in- 
teresting martyrdom. He even praised Seneca Doane. Pro- 
fessor Pumphrey said that was carrying s joke too far; bat 
Babbitt argued, "Nol FactI I tell you he's got one of the 
keenest intdlects in the country. Why, Lord Wycombe said 
that—" 

"Oh, who the hdl Is Lord Wycombe? What you always 
lugjpng him in for? You been touting him for the last six 
wedul" protested Orville Jones. 

"George ordered him from Seais-Roebuck. You can get 
those En^ish higb-muckamucks by mail for two bucks apiece," 
suggested Sidney Finkelatein. 

"That's all right nowl Lord Wycombe, he's one of the 
biggest intellects in English political life. As I was saying: 
Of course I'm conservative myself, but I af^reciate a gi^ like 
Senny Doane because — " 

Vergil Gunch interrupted harshly, "I wonder If you are so 
conservative? I find I can manage to nm my own business 
without any skimks and reds like Doane in iti" 

The grinmess of Gunch's voice, the hardness of his Jaw, 
disconcerted Babbitt, but he recovered and went on till thqr 
looked bored, then irritated, then as doubtful as Gunch. 
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He tbou^t of Tanis alwqn. With ■ sdr be nueut 
her every upect. Hb arms yearned for her. I've f 
bcrl I've dreamed of her all tbex yaus and now IVre f 
herl" be exulted. He met her at the movies in the n 
be drove out to her flat in the late afternoon or on c 
nhen he was bdieved to be at the Elks. He knew ba- t 
dal affain and advised her about them, while ihe I 
her feminine ignorance, and praised his masterfulnaa, aad 
proved to know much more about bonds than he did. Tbcy 
bad remembrances, and lau^ter over old times. Once they 
quarreled, and be raged that she was as "boosy" as bis wife 
and far more irtiining when be was inattentive. Bttt that 
passed safely. 

Tlinr hi^ hour was a tran^ on s ringing December after- 
noon, tbroui^ snow-drifted meadows down to the iqr Chahw 
River. She was exotic in an astrachan cap and a short beaver 
coat; she slid on the Ice and shouted, and be panted afts 
her, rotund with lau^ter. . . . Myra Babbitt never afid on 
tbe ice. 

He was afraid that they would be seen together. In Zcnitk 
it Is impossible to lunch with a nd^bor^ wife without the 
bet bring known, before nt^tfall, in every bouse in ytm 
circle. But Tanis was beautifully discreet. However appeal- 
In^ she mi^t turn to him nben they were alone, she wm 
gravely detadied when tbcy were abroad, and be hoped that 
the would be taken few a client. Orville Jones once aw thta 
emerging from a movie theater, and BaU)itt bnmbled, "Lei 
me make you 'qualnted with Hra. Judique. Now bere^ a bdy 
irito knows tbe rig^t t»tdca to come to, Orvyl" Mr. Jaaei, 
thoa^ he was a man censorious of morals and o( Uu D Ay 
machinery, seemed satisfied. 

His predominant fear — not from any c^Mdal londof Icr 
btr but from the habit of pnprie^r— was that hit wife woiU 
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learn of tbe affair. He was certain that she knew notbtng 
^jedfic about Tanis, but be was also certain that she suspected 
something indefinite. For years she had been bored by any- 
thing more affectionate than a farewell kiss, yet she was hurt 
by any sUckening in his irritable periodic interest, and now 
he had no interest; rather, a revulsion. He was completely 
faithful — to Tanis. He was distressed by the si^t of his 
wife's slack plumpness, by her puffs and billows of flesh, by the 
tattered petticoat which she was always meaning and always 
forgetting to throw away. But he was aware that she, so long 
attuned to him, cau^t all his repulsions. He elaborately, 
heavily, jocularly tried to dieck them. He couldn't. 

They had a tolerable Giristmas. Kenneth Escott was there, 
admittedly engaged to Verona. Mrs. Babbitt was tearful 
and called Kenneth her new son. Babbitt was worried about 
Ted, because he had ceased complaining of the State Univer- 
sity and become su^iciously acquiescent. He wondered lAat 
tbe boy was planning, and was too shy to ask. Himself, 
Babbitt sliiq>cd away on Christmas afternoon to take bis 
present, a silver cigarette-box, to Tanis. When be returned 
Mn, Babbitt asked, much too innocently, "Did you go out 
for a little fresh air?" 

"Yes, Just lil drive," be mumbled. 

After New Year's bis wife proposed, "I heard from my sister 
to-day, George. She isn't well. I think perhaps I ou^t to 
go stay with her for a few weeks." 

Now, Mrs. Babbitt was not accustomed to leave home during 
tbe winter except on violently demanding occasions, and only 
tbe summer before, she had been gone for weeks. Nor was 
Babbitt one of the detachable husbands who take separations 
casually. He liked to have het there; she looked after bis 
clothes; she knew how his steak ou^t to be cooked; and her 
ducking made him feel secure. But he could not drum up 
even a dutiful "Ob, she doesn't really need you, does she?" 
While he tried tp look rqretfol, lAult he felt that his irife 
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TO natddog Um, he was filled widi exoltint vmaam tt 

Tanis. 
"Do you think I'd better go?" she said shaiply. 
"You've got to decide, hoaey; I can't" 
She tinned away, sig^ung, and his fofdiead was dan^ 
Till she went, four days later, she was curiously sdH, he 

cutnbrously affectionate. Her train left at noon. Aa fae saw 

ft grow small beyond the train-shed he longed to hony lo 

Tanis. 
"No, by golly, I won't do thatl" he vowed. *1 want go 

near her for a weekl" 
But he was at her flat at four. 



He who had once controlled or seemed to control his life 
fn a progress unimpassioned but diligent and sane was for 
that fortnight borne on a current of desire and very bad 
wbisky and all the complications of new acquaintances, those 
furious new intimates who demand so much more attentioD 
than old friends. Each morning he gloomily recognized his 
idiodes of the evening before. With his head throbbing, ha 
tongue and lips stinging from cigarettes, be incredulous^ 
counted the number of drinks he had taken, and groaned, "I 
got to quiti" He had ceased saying, "I w3t quiti" for how- 
ever resolute he mi^t be at dawn, he could not, for a un^ 
evening, check his drift. 

He had met Tanis's friends; he had, with the ardent haste 
of the Midnight People, who drink and dance and rattle and 
are ever afraid to be silent, been adi^ted as a member of her 
ffovp, which they called "The Bimch." He first met them 
after a day when be had worked particularly hard and when 
he hoped to be quiet with Tanis and slowly sip her admiration. 

From down the hall he could hear shrieks and the grind of 
a phonograph. As Tanis qiened the door he saw fantastic 
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figures dancing in a haze of dpwette smoke. The tables and 
chain were against the wall. 

"Oh, isn't this dandy]" she gabbled at him. "Carrie Nork 
had the loveliest idea. She decided it was time for a par^, 
«iid she 'phoned the Bunch and told 'on to gather round. 
. . . George, this is Carrie." 

"Carrie" was, in the less desirable aspects of both, at once 
matronly and qiinsterish. She was perhaps forty; her hair 
was ao unconvincing ash-blond; and if her chest was flat, 
her hips were ponderous. She greeted Babbitt with a gigging 
"Wdcome to our little midstl Tanis says you're a real ^xut." 

He was a^^arendy e^Kcted to dance, to be boyish and 
gay with Carrie, and he did his unforgiving best. He towed 
hi about the room, bumping into other couples, into the 
radiator, into chair-Icp cunningly ambushed. As he danced 
he surveyed the rest of the Bunch: A thin young woman who 
looked capable, concdted, and sarcastic Another woman 
whom he could never quite remember. Three overdressed 
and subtly effeminate young men — soda-fountain clerks, or 
at least bom for that profession. A man of his own ag^ 
immovable, idf-satisfied, resoitful of Babbitt's presence. 

When be bad finished his dutiful dance Tanis took him 
aside and begged, "Dear, wouldn't jron like to do something 
for me? I'm all out of booze, and the Bunch want to cde- 
brate. Couldn't you jmt ski^ down to Healey Hansixi's and 
get some?" 

"Sure," he said, trying not to sound sullen. 

*^11 tdl you: 111 get Minnie Sonntag to drive down with 
you." Tanis was pointing to the thin, sarcastic young 

Hiss Sonntag greeted him with an astringent "How d*yon , 
do, Mr. Babbitt. Tanis tells me you're a very prominent man, 
and I'm honored by being allowed to drive with you. Of 
course I'm not accustomed to associating with society ptopU 
like you, so I don't know how to act in such ezalted drdeil*' 
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Tlius Min Sonntag talked all the wijr dom to Hcikr H» 
aoQ's. To her jibes he wanted to reply "Ok, |o to the devi:* 
bat be never quite nerved hinodf to that rcuaoable oa»> 
ment. He was resenting the existence of the whole II— rj 
Be had heard Thnia ^>eak of "darling Carrie" and *lGi 
Sonnlag— she's so clever— yonll adore her," bat Aqr hid 
sever been real to him. He bad fnctnred Tanii as IMi| ■ 
a rose-tinted vacuum, waiting for him, free tit iD tht ctm- 
[dications of a Floral Heists. 

When they returned be bad to endore the patromge of At 
jroung soda-derks. They were as damidy friendly as Mat 
Sonntag was dryly boBtHe. Tbcy called Um "OU Georgir' 
and shouted, "Cwne on now, ^wrt; shake a leg" . . . boys 
in belted coats, pin^y boys, as young as Ted and as flabby 
as chorus-men, but powerful to dance and to mind die pheB»- 
graph and smoke cipu«ttes and patronise TaniL He tried la 
be one of them; be cried "Good wo^ Pete!" but Us vaiot 
creaked. 

Tanis q^iparently enjoyed the companionship of the dnncist 
darling; ^ bridled to their bland flirtatiMi and caaaly 
kissed them at the end of each dance. BabUtt bated bcr, tm 
the moment. He saw her as middle-aged. He stodied tW 
wrinkles in the softness of her throat, the sladk lledi beacaA 
her chin. The taut muscles of ha youth were loose and <boa|h 
ing. Between dances she sat in the largest chair, waving kv 
d^uvtte, summoning her callow admirers to come and ta& 
to her. ("She thinks sbe^ a blooming qoecnl" powM Ba^ 
bitt.) She chanted to Miss Sonntag, "Isn't my little stnfis 
sweet?" ("Studio, ratal It's a plain old-naid-aod-dto^dag 
flat! Ob, God, I wish I was homel I wonder if I cant amis 
a getaway now?") 

His visioD grew blurred, however, as be applied himetll t» 
Healey Hanson's raw but vigorous wfais^. He blended mtk 
the Bunch. He began to rejoice that Carrie Nork and Pctc, 
Oe most nearly ioteHtgent of the ahnble yootha, aeaoMd M 
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Uke him; and it was enonnoualy important to win over tlie 
surly older man, who proved to be a railway clerk named 
Fulton Bemis. 

The C(»iveTsation of the Bunch was exclamatory, hJ^ 
colored, full of references to people whom Babbitt did not 
know. Ai^Nirently they thou^t very comfortably of them- 
adves. They were the Bunch, wise and beautiful and amusing; 
they were Bohemians and urbanitcs, accustomed to all the 
luxuries of Zoiitb: dance-halla, movle-tbeaters, and road- 
bouses; and in a cynical siq>eri(ffity to people who were "slow" 
or "ti^twad" they cackled: 

"Ob, Pete, did I tell you what that dub of a cashier said 
irtien I came in late yesterday? Oh, it was per-fect-ly price- 
less!" 

"Oh, but wasn't T. D. stcwedl Say, he was wnply oasl- 
fiedl What did Gladys say to him?" 

"Think of the nerve of Bob Bickerstafl trying to get us to 
come to his housel Say, the nerve of himi Can you beat It 
for nerve? Some nerve I call iti" 

"Did you notice how DotQr was dandng? Gee, wasnt 
she the limit 1" 

Babbitt was to be beard sonorously agreeing with tbe once- 
hated Miss Minnie Sonntag that persons who let a night go 
by without dandng to jazz music were crabs, piken, and poor 
fish; and he roared "You bet I" when Mrs. Carrie Nork gur- 
^ed, "Don't you love to sit on the floor? It's so BobemianI" 
Be began to think extremely well of the Bunch. When he 
mentioned his friends Sir Gerald Doak, Lord Wycombe, Wil- 
liam Washington Eathome, and Cbum Frink, he was proud 
of their ::ondescending interest. He got so thoroughly >uto tbe 
jocmid q)irit that he didn't mudi mind seeing Tanis drooping 
against tbe shoulder of tbe youngest and milkiest of tbe young 
men, and he himself deurcd to hold Carrie Nork's pulpy hand, 
and dropped it mly because Tanis looked angry. 

When he went hmne. at two, be was fully a member of the 
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Bundi, aiul an the vedc thereafter he was bound by the ^ 
ceedin^ straitened convrntions, the ezccediiif^ weuing de- 
mands, of tbeir life of pleasuie and freedom. He had to go 
to their parties; he was involved in the agitation when every- 
body telephoned to everybody else that she hadn't tnauot 
what she'd said when she'd said that, and anyway, why wis 
Fete going around saying she'd said it? 

Never was a Family more insistent on learning one another^ 
movonents than were the Bunch. All of them volubly knew, 
or indignantly desired to know, where all the others had been 
every minute of the we^ Babbitt found hinisdf e ipla inh ig 
to Carrie or Fulton Bonis just what be had been doing that 
he should not have joined them till ten o'clock, and ^>(do^>- 
ing for having gone to dinner with & business acquaintance. 

Every member of the Butch was expected to tdq)haiie to 
every other member at least onoe a wedc "Why havent yon 
called me up?" Babbitt was asked accusin^y, not onl^ by 
Tania and Carrie but presently by new addent bieods, Jamie 
and Capitolina and Toots. 

If for a momoit be had seen Tania as withering and senti- 
mmtal, he lost that inqnession at Carrie Nork^ dance. Mrs. 
Hark, had a large house and a small husband. To her par^ 
came all of the Bunch, perhaps thirty-five of then vriien th^ 
were con^etdy mobOiad. Babbitt, under the name of "CXd 
Geor^," was now a pioneer of the Bund), unce each nuoth 
it changed half its member^iq) and he who could recall the 
prdistoric days of a fortni^t ago, before Mis. Absokun, the 
food-demonstrator, had gwe b) Indianapolis, and Mac had 
"got sore at" Minnie, was a vtneiable leader and aUe to COD- 
descoxl to new Petes and Minnies and Gladyses. 

At Carrie'^ Tanis did not have to work at being hostess. 
She was dignified and sure, a dear fine figure in the bladt 
diiffui froci be had always loved; and in tfte wider spaca 
of that ugly house Babbitt was aUe to sit qnietty widi bv. 
He rqmted of his first revnlsioii, mooned at hs feet, and 
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faaf^ifly drove het bcnae. Next day he bon^t a violent ydlow 
tie, to make himself young for her. He knew, a little sadly, 
that he could not make bimsdf beautiful; be beheld himsdf 
as heavy, hinting of fatness, but he danced, he dressed, he 
chattered, to be as young as she was ... as young as she 
aeemed to be. 



As all converts, whether to a rdig^on, love, m gardening, 
find as by magic that thou^ hitherto these hobbies have not 
seemed to exist, now the whole world is filled with their fuiy, 
so, once he was omverted to dissipation, Babbitt discovered 
agreeable <9portumties for it everywhere. 

He had a new view of his qwrting nei^bor, Sam Doppel- 
bran. The Doppdbraus were respectable people, industrious 
people, pn)q>erous peqile, whose ideal of happiness was an 
etenal cabaret. Their life was dominated by suburban 
Tiacchanalia of alcoEiOl, nicotine, gasoline, and kisses. Tbqr 
and their set worked capably all the week, and all week looked 
forward to Saturday ni^t, when they would, as they expressed 
It, "throw a party;" )uid the thrown party grew noisier and 
noisiK 1^ to Sunday dawn, and usually included an extremely 
rapid motor expedition to noiAere in particular. 

One evening when Tanis was at the theater, Babbitt found 
himself being lively with the Doppelbraus, pledging friendsh^ 
with men wfaom he had for years privily denounced to Mrs. 
Babbitt as a "rotten bunch of tin-horns that I wouldn't go 
out with, not if th^ were the last people on earth." Hiat 
evening be had sulkily come home and poked about in front 
of the house, chi[q>ing oS the walk the ice-dots, like fossl 
foo^uints, made by the steps of passers-by during the recent 
anow. Howard Littlcfield came iq> mufBing. 

"Still a widower, George?" 

"Yun^. Cold again to-ni^t." 

"What do you hear from the wife?" 
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"She's teeling fine, but her sister is stQl pretty Ak," 

"Say, better come in and have (Unner with as to-nlgfat, 
George." 

"Oh — oh, thanks. Have to go out." 

Suddenly he could not endure Littlefidd's redtab of the 
more interesting statistics about totally uninteresting [woblans. 
He scraped at the walk and grunted. 

Sam Doppelbrau appeared. 

"Evenin', Babbitt. Working hard?" 

"Yuh, 111 exercise." 

"Cold enoo^ for you to-ni^t?" 

"Well, just about." 

"SUU a iridower?" 

"Uh-huh." 

"S^, Babbitt, while she's away — I know yoa dont care 
much for booze-fights, but the Missus and I'd be awfu% ^ad 
If you could come in some ni^t Tliink you could stand a 
good cocktail for once?" 

"Stand it? Young fella, I bet old Uncle George can miz 
the best cocktaO in these United States!" 

"Hurrayl That's the way to talkl Look here: There^ 
Bune folks coming to the house to-ni^t, Louetta Swanson and 
some other live ones, and I'm going to opea up a bottle of 
[»e-«ar gin, and maybe well dance a whOe. Why don't yoa 
drcf> in and jazz it up a little, just for a diange?" 

"Well— What time they coming?" 

He was at Sam Doppdbran's at nine. It was the third 
time he had entered the house. By ten he was calling hlr. 
Dct^brau "Sam, old boss." 

At deven they aU drove out to the Old Farm Inn. Babbitt 
sat In the back of Doi^>eIbrau's car with Louetta Swanson. 
Once he had tinrarously tried to make love to her. Now he 
did not try; he merdy made love; and Louetta dropped her 
head on his shoulder, told lum what a nagger Eddie was, and 
accepted Babbitt as a decent and well-trained libertine. 
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Wltb the miatance of Tanis'a Bunch, the Dcq^braus, and 
other conyaaioiB in f oigetf uhiess, there was not an evening 
tor two weeks iriien he did not return home late and shaky. 
With his other faculties blurred he yet had the motwist's gift 
of being able to drive iriien he could scarce walk; of slowing 
down at comers and allowing for approaching can. He came 
wambling into the house. If Verona and Kenneth Escott were 
■bout, he got past them with a hasty greeting, horribly awaro 
of their level young glances, and bid bimsdf up-staiis. He 
found lAen he came into the warm house that he was haxier 
than he had believed. His head whirled. He dared not lie 
down. Be tried to soak out the alcohol in a hot bath. For 
the moment his head was clearer but when he moved about 
the bathroom his calculations of distance were wrong, so that 
he dragged down the toweb, and knocked over the so^>-dish 
with a clatter which, he feared, would betray hun to the chil- 
dreo. Chilly in his dressing-gown he tried to read the evening 
paper. He could follow every word; be seemed to take in the 
sense of thin^; but a minute afterward he could not have told 
what he had been reading. When he went to bed his brain 
6ew in circles, and he hastily sat vp, struggling for sdf-control. 
At last he was able to lie still, feeling only a little sick and 
dixqr — and enormously ashamed. To hide bis "condition" 
from his own chOdrenl To have danced and shouted with 
petqile whom he despised! To have said foolish thin^, sung 
idiotic son^, tried to kiss silly ^Isl Incredulously he re- 
membered that he had l^ his roaring familiarity with them laid 
bimsdf opat to the patronizing of youths whom he would have 
kicked out of his office; that by dancing too ardently he had 
exposed himself to rebukes from the rattiest of withering 
women. As it came relentlessly back to him he snaded, "I 
hate myself I God how I hate msrsdfl" But, he raged, "I'm 
throuj^l No mwel Had enou^, plentyl" 

He was evea airer about it the morning after, irtien be was 
trying to be grave and paternal with his dau^ten at break- 
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fut. At Doontinu) be ms less sore. H« did aot d^ Am 
he had been a fool; be aaw it almost as dearly ■> at arid- 
id^t; but ai^tbiag, be struggled, was better than gpiag back 
to a life of barren beartiness. At four be wanted m iliM 
Be kq)t a whisky flask In his desk now, aiid after two niaMa 
of battle be bad bis drink. Three drinks later be bepw » 
see the Bunch as tender and amusing friends, and by six he 
was with them . . . and the tale was to be iM aO over. 

Each morning his head ached a little less. A bad hewl lor 
drinks had been his safeguard, but the saf^oard was <nm- 
bling. Presently he could be drunk at dawn, yet not fed fm- 
ticolarly wretched in his conscience— or ia Us stonacb — whia 
be awoke at ei^t. No regret, no desire to escape the toil el 
keying vp with the arduous merriment of the Btmdi, was ac 
peat as his feding of eodal inferiority iritea be bUed to keep 
vp. To be the "livest" of them was as modi his anJatioa 
now as it bad been to eic^at making money, at pl^riig 
golf, at motor-driving, at ornwy, at fHinhhig to the McU- 
vey set. But occasionally be &iled. 

He fotmd that Pete and the other jromif men "Tt'-H rf 
the Bunch too austerely polite and the Carrie who nody 
kissed behind doors too embarrassingly monogandc. As Bab- 
bitt sneaked from Floral Heights down to the Bond^ so tht 
young galbmts sneaked from the (Hv^^etiea of the Baad «C 
to "times" with boundng 3roung women whom they pi^ed ^ 
in department st<Kes and at botd coatrooms. Onca Babbitt 
tried to accoiiq)any them. There was a motor car, ■ bottlt 
of whisky, and for him a grubby shrieking caab-giri fran 
Parcher and Stein's. He sat beside ber and worried. He was 
^iparently eqiected to "jolty her along," Intt iriien sbe sang 
out, "Hey, leggo, quit crushing me cootie-garage," he did nol 
quite know how to go on. Tbcy aat in the badi nam of a 
saloon, and Babbitt had a beai^cbe, was ooofuaed by Adr 
new slang, kxikcd at them benevidcntly, wanted to go iam, 
•nd bad a drink— a good Dany drinks. 
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Two evtniiisa after, Fulton Bemis, the surly older m&n of the 
Boncb, took Babbitt aside and grunted, "IxxA here, it's WHW 
of my busbess, and God knows I always lap i^ my shaie 
of the hootch, but don't you think you better watch your- 
self? You're one of these eithusiastic chumps that always 
ovado things. D' you realize you're throwing in the booze 
as fast as you can, and you eat one cigarette right after 
another? Bett« cut it oat for a while." 

Babbitt tearfully said that good old Fult was a prince, and 
yes, be certainly would cut it out, and th««ifter he lighted 
a cigarette and took a drink and bad a terrific quarrel with 
Tani5 when she caught him being affectionate with Carrie 
Nork. 

Next moming he bated himself that he should have sunk 
into a position where a fifteenth-rater like Fulton Bemis could 
rebuke him. He perceived that, since be was making love to 
every woman possible, Tani^Hps no longer bis one pure star, 
and he wondered whether aiPhad ever been aiQrtbing more 
to him than A Woman. And if Bemis had spoken to him, 
were other pe(^le talking about him? He su^idously watched 
the men at the Athletic Cti^ that noon. It seemed to him 
that they were uneasy. They had been talking about him 
then? He was angry. He became belligerent. He not only 
defended Seneca Doane but even made fun of the Y. M. C. A. 
Vergil Gunch was rather brief in his answers. 

Afterward Babbitt was not angiy. He was afraid. He did 
not go to the next lunch of the Boosters' Club but hid in a 
cheap restaurant, and, while he munched a ham-and-egg sand- 
wich and sipped coffee from a aq> on the arm of his chair, he 

Four days later, when the Bunch were having one of their 
best parties. Babbitt drove them to the skating-rink which 
had been laid out on tbe Chaloosa River. After a thaw the 
streets had frozen in smooth ice. Down those wide endless 
streets the wmd rattled between tbe rows of woodoi houses^ 
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and the whole Bdlevue district seemed a frontier town. Even 
with skid chains on all four irtieds, Babbitt was afraid of slid- 
ing, and when be came to the long slide of a bill he crawled 
down, both brakes on. Slewing round a corner came a less 
cautious car. It skidded, it almost raked tbem with its rear 
fenders. In relief at their escape the Bunch — Tanis, ACinnie 
Sonntag, Fete, Fulton Benus — shouted "Oh, baby," and waved 
their hands to the agitated other driver. Then Babbitt saw 
Professor Pmnphrey laboriously crawling up hill, afoot, stanng 
owlishly at the revelers. He was sure that Pumphrey recog- 
nized him and saw Tania kiss him as she crowed, "You're such 
a good driver! " 

At lunch next day he probed Pumphrey with "Out last ni^t 
with my brother and some friaids of his. Gosh, what drivingi 
Slif^Mry 's glass. Thou^t I saw you biking vp the Bdlevue 
Avenue Hill." 

'No, I wasn't — ^I didn't see you," said Pumphrey, hastily, 
rather guiltily. 

Perhaps two days afterward Babbitt toiA Tanis to lunch 
at the Hotel Tbomlelgh. She who had seemed wdl content 
to wait for bim at her flat had begun to bint with mdandioly 
smiles that he must think but little of her if he never intro- 
duced her to his friends, if he was unwilling to be seen with 
her except at the movies. He thought of taking her to the 
"ladies' annex" of the Athletic Club, but that was too dan- 
gerous. He would have to introduce her and, oh, people mi^t 
misunderstand and — He compromised on the Thomldgh. 

She was unusually smart, all in black: small black tricome 
hat, short black caracul coat, loose and swinging, and austere 
high-necked black velvet frock at a time when most street 
costumes were like evening gowns. Perhaps she was too smart. 
Every one in the gold and oak restaurant of the Thomld^ 
was staring at her as Babbitt followed her to a table. He 
uneasily hoped that the bead-waiter would give tbem a dis> 
creet place behind a pillar, but they were stationed on tW 
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center aisle. Tanis seemed not to notice ber admirers; sbe 
smiled at Babbitt with a lavish "Ob, iso't this nicel What 
a peppy-looking orchestra I" Babbitt had difficulty in bdng 
lavish in return, for two tables away he saw Vtxffi Guncb. 
All throu^ the meal Gunch watched them, while Babbitt 
watched himsdf being watched and lugubriously tried to keep 
bom spmUag Tama's gaiety. "I fdt like a spree to-day," she 
rippled. "I love the Thomlei^, don't you? It's so live and 
yet so— so refined." 

He made talk about the Thomlei^, the service, the food, 
the pe<q)le he recognized in the restaurant, all but Vergil 
Gundi. There did not seem to be anything dse to talk of. 
He smiled conscientioualy at her fluttering jests; he agreed 
with her that Minnie Sonntag was "so hard to get along with," 
and young Pete "such a silly lajy kid, really just no good at 
all." But be himself had nothing to say. He contidered tell- 
ing ber his worries about Gunch, but — "oh, gosh, it was too 
much work to go into the whole thing and explain about 
Verg and everything." 

He was relieved when he put Tanis on a trolley; he was 
cheerful in the familiar un^lidties of his office. 

At four o'clock Vergjl Gunch called on him. 

Babbitt was agitated, but Gunch began in a friendly way: 

"How's the boy? Say, some of us are getting up a scheme 
we'd kind of like to have you come in on." 

"Fine, Verg. Shoot." 

"You know during the war we had the Undesirable Element, 
the Reds and walking delegates and just the plain common 
grouches, dead to ri^ts, and so did we for quite a while after 
' the war, but folks forget about the danger and that gives these 
cranks a chance to begin working underground agiun, espe- 
cially a lot of these parlor socialists. Well, it's up to the folks 
that do a little sound thinking to make a conscious effort to 
ke^ bucking these fellows. S<Hne guy back East has organized 
a flode^ called the Good Citizens' League for just that pur* 
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pote. Of course the Qainber of Comnoce and ths AmmHam 
Legion ind so on do a fine mrk in keeping the deceat pcs^ 
in the saddle, but they're devoted to w nanjr otbcr amm tlM 
tbey can't attend to this one proUeni pcoperly. Btf die Good 
atiaens' League, the G. C I», tb^ stick ri^t to it. Ok, tki 
G. C. L. has to l»ve some otbv oeteodile prnpoMi — fallaaa 
here in Zenith I think it ou^t to lupport the park-cstcHiM 
project and the City Planning Committee— «nd then, too, k 
ihould have a social a^Mct, being made up of the best p eopl e — 
have dances and so on, eq;>ecialiy as one of the best wiqrs it 
can put the kibosh on cranks b to apply thb aodal boyvoa 
business to folks trig enon^ so yoa cant reach 'on otberwiw. 
Then if that don't wcffk, the G. C. L. can finally scad a Ktdt 
delegation around to inform fdks that get too Bqi tet th^ 
got to coofonn to decent standards and quit shooting off thar 
mouths so free. Don't it sound like the organiaatian toM 
do a great work? We^re already got acoie of the Mroa^M 
Den in town, and of course we want you in. How aboM it?* 

Babbitt was uocomforuble. He fdt a cwnwihion back ■• 
•Q the standards he had so vaguely yet so de^wrately bea 
fleeing. He fumbled: 

"I siqjpooe you'd espediDy li^t oo fdloai like Saeca 
Doane and tiy to make 'em — " 

'^ou bet your sweet life we woukll Look here, old Georgie: 
I've never fen- one nKKnent believed you meant It iritca yos'i* 
defended Doane, and the striken and so on, at tbe CUb. X 
knew you were simply kidding those poor gahwtt Ifts SU 
Rnkdstein. ... At least I certainly hope yoa wciv UdOael' 

"Oh, wdl— «ire— Course yon mi^t say—" Babbitt «m 
crasdous of how feeble be sounded, ui m cio u s of Omdi\ 
mature and rdentlen eye. "Gosh, yoa know iriMre I siaml! 
Vto no labor aglutm-l I'm a busineM man, first, hat, aad al 
Oe timel But— but honestly, I doat think Done mcna m 
tedly, and you got to remember he^ an old friend c( wimt.* 

"George, iriien It oomes right down to a stni(gle b aww 
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deceniy ud tbe aanirity of our homes on the one hand, and 
red ruin utd those luy dog? plotting for free beer on tbe 
other, you got to give i^ even di frieDdships. "He that i> 
Dot with me is against me.' " 

"Ye-es, I siq)poae — " 

"How about it? Going to Join us In tbe Good Qtlzens' 
League?" 

"Ill have to think It over, Verg." 

"AU ri^t, just 83 you say." Babbitt was relieved to be let 
off so easily, but Gunch went oa: "George, I dont know lAat^ 
come over you; none of us do; and we've talked a lot about 
jrou. For a while we figured out you'd been iqiset t^ iriiat 
happened to poor Riesling, and we forgave you for tay fool 
things you said, but that's old stuff now, Gewge, and we cant 
make out what's got into you. Personally, I've always do> 
fended you, but I must say it's getting too much for me. AD 
the boys at the Athletic Qub and the Boosters' are sore, tbe 
way you go on deliberatdy touting Doase and his bunch of 
bell-bounds, and talking about being liberal — iriiich mcana 
behig wishy-washy — and even saying this preacher guy Ingram 
isn't a professional free-love artist. And tben tbe way srou 
been carrying on personally! Joe Pumphr^ says he saw yon 
out the other night with a gang of totties, all stewed to the 
gilb, and here to-day coming ri^t into the Thomld^ with 
a — well, she may be all rigjit and a perfect lady, but she cer* 
Uinly did look like a pret^T py sUrt for a fellow with his 
^wife out of town to be taking to lunch. Didn't look wdl. 
What tbe devil has come over you, George?" 

"Strikes me there's a lot of fellows that know more about 
'.my periona] business than I do mysdfl" 

"Now dont go getting sore at me because I come out fiat- 
footed like a friend and say iriiat I think instead of tattling 
bdiind your back, tbe way a iriiole lot of 'em do. I tdl you, 
George, you got a position In the conununity, and the con»> 
muni^ eapects you to live up to U. And — Better think ovfr 
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lofadDf the Good Otbcu' Lagne. See yvn aboot it later.* 

Be wu gone. 

Tittt evening BabUtt dbud ehme. He saw all the Chn «l 
Good FdlowB peering throu^ the reatannnt ■modem, laying 
00 Urn. Fear sat beside him, and be told himadf that t»4ii^ 
be woold not go to Taais^ Sat; and he tUd not go . . . tiD 
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Thb nimmer before, Mn. Babbitt's letters bad crackled 
with desire to return to Zenith. Now they aaid nothing of 
tetuming, but a wistful "I si^iose everything is going on all 
right without me", among her diy chronicles of weather and 
sicknesses hinted to Babbitt that he hadn't been very urgent 
about her coming. He worried it: 

"If she were here, and I went oo raising Cain like I been 
doing, she'd have a fit I got to get hold oi myself. I got 
to learn to fiay around and yet not make a fool of myself. 
I can do it, too, If folks Uke Verg Gunch 11 let me alone, and 
Myra 11 stay away. But — poor Ud, she sounds lonely. Lord, 
I dont want to hurt berl" 

Impulsively be wrote that they missed her, and her next 
letter said happily that she was coming home. 

He persuaded himself that be was eager to see her. He 
bou^t roses for the house, be ordered squab for dinner, he 
had the car cleaned and polished. All the way home from 
the station with her he was adequate in bis accounts of Ted's 
success in basket-ball at the university, but before they reached 
Floral Heights there was nothing more to say, and already 
he fdt the fwce of her stolidity, wondered whether he could 
remain a good husband and still sneak out of the house this 
evening for half an hour with die Bnndi. When he had 
housed the car he blundered upstairs, into the familiar talcum- 
scented warmth of her presence, Uaring, "Help you tnqiack 
your bag?" 

'Wo, I can do it." 

Sloirty she tamed, holding -op a small box, and sknriy abe 
MP 
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B&id, "I brought jaa a present, just a new d^-case. I daaft 
know if you'd care to bave it — " 

She was the londy girl, the brown iqq>ealing Hyra Tboop- 
SOQ, whom he had married, and be almost wept for pity as he 
kissed her and besought, "Oh, honey, honey, core to bave it? 
Of course 1 dol I'm awful proud yon brou^t ft to me. And 
I needed a new case badly." 

He wondered liow he would get rid of the case he bad 
bought the week befwe. 
"And you really are ^ad to see me back?" 
"Why, you poor kiddy, what you been worrying aboot?" 
"Well, you didn't seem to miss me very much." 
By the time he bad finished bis sUnt of lying ihty were 
finnly bound again. By ten that evening it seoned inqntibaUe 
that she had ever been away. There was but one difference: 
the problon of ranalning a respectable husband, a Flonl 
Heists husband, yet seeing Tanis and the Bunch with fre- 
quency. He had promised to telqAtme to Tanis that evening; 
and now it was melodramatically ic^Mssible. He pnnried 
about the telephone, in^ulsively thrusting out a hand to lift 
the receiver, but never quite daring to risk it. Nor could be 
find 8 reason for slipping down to the drug store on Smith 
Street, with its tdephone-booth. He was laden with re^KiD- 
aibili^ till he threw it off with the q>eculation: "Why the 
deuce should I fret so about not bang able to ^>hone Tanb? 
She can get along without me. I don't owe her ai^thing. Sbe'k 
ft fine girl, but I've givm her just as mudi as she has me. 
. . . Oh, damn these women and the way thqr get yoa all 
tied vp in complications!" 



For a we^ he was attentive to his wife, bxA her to the 
theater, to dinner at tbe Zattl^elds'; then the old weary dodg- 
\ag and shifting began, and at least two evenings a mA he 
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^>ent with the Bnnch. He still made pretense of going to the 
Elks and to comniittee-nieetins^ but less and less did he 
trouble to have his excuses interesting, less and less did sbr 
affect to believe them. He was certain that she knew he wis 
associating with what Floral Heights called "a sporty crowd," 
yet neither of them acknowledged it. In matrimonial geo^ 
raphy the distance between the first mute recognition of a 
break and the admission thereof Is as great as the distance 
between the first naive faith and the first doubting. 

As he began to drift away he also began to see her as a 
human being, to like and dislike her instead of accq>ting her 
as a comparatively movable part of the furniture, and he c<»v 
pas^onated that husband-and-wife relation which, in twenty- 
five years of married life, had become a separate and real 
entity. He recalled their high lights: the summer vacation 
in Virginia meadows under the blue wall of the mountains; 
their motor tour through Ohio, and the e:q>lorat!on of Cleve- 
land, Cincinnati, and Columbus; the birth of Verona; their 
building of this new house, planned to comfort them throu^ 
a happy old age — chokingly they had said that it might be 
the last home either of them would ever have. Yet hia most 
softening remembrance of these dear moments did not keep 
him from barking at dinner, "Yep, going out f few hours. 
Don't sit up for me." 

He did not dare now to come home drunk, and thouf^ be 
rejtMced in his return to hig^ morality and spoke with gravity 
to Pete and Fulton Bonis about th«r drinking, be prickled 
at Myra's uneiqiressed criticisms and sulkily mediuted that 
a "fellow couldn't ever lesm to handle himadf if be was 
alw^s bossed by a lot of women." 

He no longer wondered if Tanis wasn't a bit worn and 
seatimental. In contrast to the complacent Mjra he saw her 
as swift and air-borne and radiant, a fire-qihit tenderly stoop- 
ing to the hearth, and however [rftifnlly be brooded <m Ui 
■Ife, he kmged to be with Tanb. 
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Then Mrs. Babbitt tore the decent doak from her a» 
happiness and the astounded male discovered that she «M 
having a small determined rdjcflioa of her own. 



Tbey were beside the firelcss fire-place, in the eveoing. 

"Georgie," she said, '^ou haven't given me the list of yoor 
housdiold expenses while I was away." 

"No, I — Haven't made it out yet." Very a&bly: "Goah 
we must try to keep down expenses this year." 

"Hut's so. I don't know where all the money goes to. 
I tiy to economize, but ft just seems to evaporate." 

"I sU{^>ose I ougjhtn't to q>eDd so much on cigars. Don't 
know but what 111 cut down my smoking, maybe cut it oat 
entirely. I was thinking of a good way to do it, the other 
day: start on these cub^' cigarettes, and they'd kind of <fia- 
gnst me with smoking." 

"Oh, I do wish yon would I It isn't that I care, but bo»* 
cstly, Geoige, it is so bad for snu to snxAc bo mudi. Doot 
you think you could reduce the amount? And Gc<»ge — 
I notice now, when you come home from these lodges and a^ 
Oiat sometimes yon smell of whisky. Dearie, you know I 
"dont worry so much about the moral ude of it, but you have 
4 weak stomach and you can't stand all thii^ drinking." 

"Weak stomach, helll I guess I can carry my booze aboot 
■a well as most folksl" 

"WeQ, I do think you ought to be careful. Don't yon see^ 
dear, I don't want you to get sick." 

"Sick, ratsi I'm not a babyl I guess I aint gmng to get 
rick just because maybe once a week I shoot a higU>aIII 
' That's the trouble with women. They always exaggerate so." 

"George, I don't think you ought to talk that my when 
I'm just q>eaking for your own good." 
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"I know, but goah sU fiahboc^ tfaat^ the tnmble wiA 
womenl TheyVe always criticizing and commenting lad 
brining things i^, and then they s^ it's 'tot your own 
good'l" 

"Why, George, that's not a nice way to talk, to answer me 
so short." 

"Well, I didn't mean to answer short, but gosh, talking at 
If I was a kindagarten brat, not able to tote one higUwU 
without calling for the St. Mary's ambulaocel A fine idea 
you must have of me I" 

"Oh, it isn't that; it's just — I don't want to see you get 
sick and — My, I didn't know it was so latel Don't forget 
to give me those boiudKild accounts for the time while I was 
away." 

"Oh, thunder, whatS the use of taking the trouble to make 
*em out BOW? Let's just skip 'em for that period." 

"Why, George Babbitt, In all the yean we've been married 
we've never failed to keep a a>nq>lete account of evay pemqr 
we've apenti " 

"No. Maybe that's the trouble with us." 

"What in the world do yon mean?" 

"Oh, I don't mean anything, only — Sometimes I get so 
dam sick and tired of all this routine and the accounting at 
the office and e:q)enses at home and fussing and stewing and 
fretting and wearing mysdf out worrying over a lot of junk 
that doesn't really mean a doggone thing, and being so carefid 
and— Good hatd, what do you think I'm made for? I could ' 
have been a dam good wator, and here J fuss and fret and 



"Don't you siqqxne I ever get tired of fussing? I get so 
bwed with ordning three meals a day, three hundred and 
sixty-five days a year, and ruining my eyes over that hnrid 
sewing-machine, and looking after your clothes and Ron^ 
and Ted's and Ttnka's and everybody^, and the laundry, and 
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darning socks, and going down to the Pig^y Wig^y to mnifcet, 
and bringing my basket home to save money on the casb-and- 
cany anc} — everythtngl" 

"Well, goah," with s certain astonishment, "I siqjpose maybe 
you dol But talk about — Here I have to be in the office 
evKy single day, while you can go out all afternoon and see 
fdks and visit with the neighbcKS and do any blinkin* thing 
you want tol" 

"Yes, and a fine lot of good that does mel Just talking 
over the same old things with the same old crowd, while yoo 
have all sorts of interesting peqile coming in to see you at 
the office." 

"Interesting! Cranky old dames that want to know w4iy 
I havoi't rented thor deer precious homes for about seven 
times their value, and bunch of old crabs panning the ever- 
lasting daylights out of me because they don't recdve every 
cent of their rentals by three G.M. on the second of the monthJ 
Suret Interesting! Just as interesting as the small poxl" 

"Now, George, I will not have you shouting at me that 
wayl" 

'*WeIl, it gets my goat the way womoi figure out that a 
man doesn't do a dam thing but sit on his chair and have 
lovey-dovey conferences with a lot of classy dames and give 
'ran the 0aA eyel " 

"I guess you manage to ^ve them a glad enou^ qre iriien 
th^ do come in." 

"What do you mean? Mean I'm diasing flappos?" 

"I should hc^ not— at your agel" 

*^ow yoo look here I You may not believe it — Of ooune 
(all you see is fat little GeorgEe/Sabbitt. Surel Handy man 
around the house! Fixes the furnace when the furnace-man 
doesn't show up, and pays the bills, but dull, awful dulll 
Wdl, you may not believe it, but there's some women that 
think old George Babbitt isn't such a bad scout 1 Thqr think 
he's not so bad-kxAing, not so bad that it hurts viymy, and 
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he's got a prttty good line of guff, and some even think he 
shakes a dam wicked Walkover at dancing 1" 

"Yes." She spoke slowly. "I haven't much doubt that 
iriiea I'm away you manage to find pet^e who prcf>erly a^ 
predate you." 

"Wdl, I just mean — " he protested, with a sound of denial. 
Then he was angered into semi-honesty. "You bet I dol I 
find plmty of folks, and doggone nice ones, that don't think 
I'm a weak-stomached baby I" 

"That's etactly what I was sayingi You can nm around 
with anybody you please, but I'm sui^xMcd to sit here and 
wait for you. You have the chance to get all sorts of culture 
and everything, and I just stay home — " 

"Well, gosh almighty, there's nothing to prevent your read- 
ing books and going to lectures and all that junk, is there?" 

"George, I told you, I won't have you shouting at me like 
that] I don't know what's come over you. You never used 
to speak to me in this cranky w^." 

"I didn't mean to sound cranky, but gosh. It certainly 
makes me sore to get the blame because you don't keep up 
with thinp." 

"I'm going tol Will you help me?" 

"Sure. Atqrthing I can do to hdp you in the culture-grab- 
bing line— yours to oblige, G. F. Babbitt." 

"Veiy well then, I want you to go to Mrs. Nudge's New 
Thought meeting with me, next Sunday afternoon." 

"Mis. Who's which?" 

"liis. Opal Emerson Mudge. The field-lecturer tar the 
American New Thought League. She's going to speak on 
'Cultivating the Sun Spirit' before the League of the Hi^ier 
niumination, at the Thomleif^." 

"Oh, punki New Tboughtl Hashed thought with a 
poached eggi 'Cultivating the — ' It sounds like 'Why is a 
mouse -when it ^ins?' That's a fine q>iel for a good Presby- 
tman to be going to, when you cat hear Doc Drewl" 
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"Reverend Drew Is a sdiolar and a polpit ontar and all 
that, but be basn't got the Inner Ferment, as His. Madge 
calls it; he hasn't any inq>iratioD for the Neir En. Women 
need iu^)irati«i now. So I mnt yoa t« come, as yon 
promised." 



The Zoiith branch of the Leagne of the Hi^mt Ilhnmna- 
don met in the smaUer ballroom at the Hotd Thonilei^, a 
refined spartmeot with pale green walls and plaster wreaths 
oi roses, refined parquet flocKiiig, and oltra-r^ned &a3 gih 
chairs. Here were gathered s^-five women and ten men. 
Most of the men slouched in their chairs and wrig^ed, while 
thdr wives sat rigidly at attention, but two of them — red- 
necked, meaty men — were as re^>ectab]y devout as tbeir wives. 
They were neidy rich contractors vibo, having bouj^t booses, 
motors, haad-iwinted [HCtnres, and gentlemanliness, wse now 
buying a rained ready-made {diikaophy. It had been a toss- 
Up with them whether to buy New Thoo^t, Onistiaa 
Science, or a good standard hi(^i-chnrch modd of E^pisco- 
palia *!'^! ". 

In the flesh, Mis. Opal Emerson Madge fdl sunevriiat 
flhiKt of a pro[dietic aspect She was pot^-bnOt and [dmnp, 
with the face of a baugjity PAingese, a button of a noa^ and 
arms so short that, de^te her most iodigBant endavon, she 
could not clasp her hands in frtsit of her as she sat on die 
platform waiting. Her frock of taffeta and green vdvet, with 
three strings of ^as beads, attd large folding cye-^asseit 
Ha n g in g from a blad: rSibon, was a trinn^ of refinenent. 

Mrs. Mudge was fntrodoced by the prendent of tfie Leagoe 
' of the 'Bi^mer lOuminatiiHi, an tridish young woman with a 
yearning voice, white ^»ts, and a mustadie. Sie said that 
Mrs. Mndge woold now make it plain to the singles! intdkct 
how the Son ^tiiit coold be cultivated, and th^^ lAo had 
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twen thinkiiig about cultivating one would do wdl to treasure 
Mrs. Mudge's words, because even Zenith (and evoybocfy 

knew that Zenith stood in the van of ^nritual and Mew 
Thou^t progress) didn't often have the opportonity to sit 
at the feet of such an injuring Optimist and Met^hysical 
Seer as Mrs. Opal Emerson Mudge, irtio bad lived the Life 
of Wider Usefulness tbrouf^ Concoitration, and in the Silence! 
found those Secrets of Mental Control and the Inner K^ 
which were immediately going to transform and bring Peact^ 
Power, and Prosperity to the unhappy nations ; and so, frimds, 
would they for this precious gem-studded hour forget the Illu- 
sions of the Seeming Real, and in the actualization of the 
deq>-lying Veritas pasSj blong with Mrs. Opal Emerson Mudg^ 
to the Realm Beautifnl. 

If Mrs. Mudge was rather pudgier than one would like 
one's swamis, yogis, seers, and initiates, yet ha voice had the 
real professorial note. It was refined and optimistic; it was 
ovopoweringly calm; it Sowed on relentlessly, without one 
conmia, till Babbitt was hypnotized. Her favorite word was 
"always," iriiich she pronounced olllllle-ways. Her principal 
gestore was a pontifical but thorou^y ladylike blessing with 
two stabby fingers. 

She explained about this matter of Spiritual Satnratioo: 

"There arc those — " 

Of "those" she made a linked sweetness long drawn ont; 
a far-off delicate call in a twilight minor. It chastely rebuked 
the restless husbands, yet bron^t them a message of healing. 

"There are those who have seen the rim and outer seeming 
of the Logos there are those vrtio have glimpsed and in en- 
thusiasm possessed themselves of some segment and portion 
of the Logos there are those who thus flicked but not pene- 
trated and radioactivated by the Dynamis go always to and 
fro aasertadve that th^ possess and are possessed of the 
Logos and the Metapbyslkos but this word I bring you this 
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amcq>t I enlarge that those that are not utter are not eves 
inceptive and that holiness is in its definitive essence slmjn 
alw^s always irtiole-iness and — " 

It [ffoved that the Essence of the Sun Spirit was Truth, but 
its Aura and EfDuzion were Cheerfulness: 

"Face always the day with the dawn-laugji with the en- 
thusiasm of the initiate who perceives that all works together 
in the revolutions of the Wheel and who answers the strictures 
of the Soured Souls of the Destructionists with a dad 
AffirmatioD — " ' 

It went on for about an hour and seven minutes. 

At the end Mrs, Mudge spoke with more vigtx' and pon^ 
tuation: 

"Now let me surest to all of yoi the advantages of the 
Theosc^hical and Pantheistic Oriental ReatUng Circle, which 
I represent. Our object is to unite all the manifestations of 
the New Era into one cohesive whole — New Tbou^t, Chris- 
tian Science, Theosopby, Vedanta, Bahaism, and the other 
q>arks from the one New Light. Th^ subscription is but ten 
dollars a year, and for this mere pittance the members receive 
Dot only the monthly magazine, PeaHi of Hewing, but the 
privilege of sending right to the president, our revered Mother 
Dobbs, any questions regarding spiritual progress, matrimonial 
problems, health and wdt-being questions, financial difficulties, 
and — " 

Th(y listened to her with adoring attention. They looked 
genteel. They looked ironed-out. They coughed pcditdy, and 
crossed their le^ with quietness, and in expensive linen hand- 
kerchiefs tbty blew their noses with a ddicacy altogether 
optimistic and refined. 

As for Babbitt, he sat and suffered. 

When they were blessedly out in the air again, when tbe^ 
drove home through a wind smelling of snow and honest sun, 
he dared not ^>eak. They bad been too near to quarrdiiig, 
these days. Mrs. Babbitt forced it: 
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"Did yoa enjo/ Mrs. Mudge^ talk?** 

"Well I— What did you get out of it?" 

"Oh, it starts a person tTiinfcing it gets you out of ft 
routine of ordinary thoue^ts." 

"Wdl, 111 hand it to Opal she isn't ordinary, but gosh — 
Honest, did that stuff mean anything to you?" 

"Of course I'm not trained in met^ihysics, and fbece was 
lots I couldn't quite grasp, but I did feel it was in^iring. 
And she ^>eaks so readily. 1 do think yoa ought to have got 
something out of it." 

"Well, I didn'tl I swear, I was simply aatoidshed, the way 
those women I^^>ed it tq)I Why the dickens they want to 
put in their time listening to all that blaa when tbqr — " 

"It's certainly better for them than going to roadhouses 
and smoking and drinking!" 

"I don't know whetha it is or noti Personally I don't see 
a iriiole lot of difference. In both cases they're trying to get 
away from tbemsdves — most everybody is, these days, I guess. 
And I'd certainly get a whole lot more out of hoofing it in a 
good lively dance, even in some dive, than sitting looking as 
if my collar was too tight, and feeling too scared to ^t, and 
listening to Opal chewing ha words." 

"I'm sure you dot You're very fond of dives. No doubt 
jrou saw a lot of than while I was awayl" 

"Look herel You been doing a hell of a lot of insinuating 
and hinting around lately, as if I were leading a double life 
or something, and I'm damn sick of it, and I don't want to 
hear anything more about it I" 

"Why, George BabbittI Do you realize what you're saying? 
Why, George, In all our years together you've never talked 
to me like thati" 

"It's about time then!" 

'Xately you've been getting worse and worse, and now, 
finally, you're cursing and swearing at me and shouting at me, 
and your voice so ugly and hateful — I just shudderl" 
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"Ob, rats, quit exaggentiiigl I wasn't ahonting, or mtu- 
Ing either." 

"I wish you could hear your own voicel Maybe yoa dooH 
realize how it sounds. But even so — Yon nevec used to talk 
like that. You arapiy coiidtft talk this way if stmwthing 
dieadful hadn't happened to you." 

Bis mind was bard. With amaieineDt he found that be 
wasn't particularly sorry. It was only with an effrat that be 
made bimaelf nxH^ agreeable: "Well, gosh, I didn't mean t*, 
get Bore." 

"George, do you realize tbiU we can't go aa. like this, get- 
ting farther and farther spaii, and you nidcr and mda tft 
me? I just don't know what's going to happen." 

He bad a moment's pi^ for her bewifaknnent; be tbou^t 
of bow many deqt and tenda things would be hurt if they 
really "couldn't go on like this." But bis i»ty was inper- 
sonal, and be was wondering, "Wouldn't it maybe be a good 
thing if — Not a divorce and all that, o* cautae, bat kind 
of a little more independence?" 

While she looked at him pleadin^^y he drove m in a dreadfi^ 
sQence. 
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Whin he was away from her, while he Ucked about the 
prage and sw^t the snow off the nioning-board and oam- 
ined a cracked hose-connection, he repented, he was ahtrmed 
and BStonished that be could have flared out at his wife, and 
tbou^t fondly how much more lasting she was than the 
flighty Bunch. He wait in to mumble that be was "sorry, 
didn't mean to be grouchy," and to inquhv as to her interest 
in movies. But in the darkness of the movie theater he 
brooded that he'd "gone and tied himself vp to Myra all over 
again." He bad some satisfaction in taking it out on Tania 
Judique. "Hang Tanis any^myl Why'd she gone and got 
him hito these miz-iqis and made him all junq)y and nervous 
and cranky? Too many con:q[dkationsI Cut *em outi" 

He wanted peace. For ten days he did not see Tanis not 
telephone to her, and instantly she put upon him the compul- 
sion which he hated. When he had stayed away from her 
for five days, hourly taking pride in his resoluteness and hourly 
picturing how greatly Tanis must miss him, Miss McGoun 
reported, "Mrs. Judique on the ^ihone. Like t' speak t' yon 
iKnit aanx repairs." 

Tanis was quick and quiet: 

"Mr. Babbitt? Oh, George, this is Tanis. I haven't seen 
3rou for weds— dajrs, anyway. Yon aren't sick, are you?" 

"No, just been terribly rushed. I, nh, I think therell fae a 
big revival of building this year. Got to, uh, got to worV 
hard." 

361 
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"Of coune, my manl I mnt you to. You know rm tt^ ' 
ribly unbitious ita you; much more than I am for n^adf. I 
just dos't want you to forget poor Tanis. WQI you call me 
vp soon?" 

"Surel Surel You betl" 

"Please do. I sha'n't call you again." 

He meditated, "Poor kidi . . . But gosh, she on^tnt to 
^)hone me at the office. . . , She's a wonder — ^nq>athy — 
'ambitious for me.' . . . But gosh, I won't be made and com- 
pelled to call her tq> till I get ready. Darn these women, the 
w^ they make demands I Itll be one long old time befwe 
I see her) . . . But gosh, I'd like to see her to-ni^t — sweet 
little thing. ... Oh, cut that, sonl Now you've broken 
away, be wisel" 

She did not telephone again, nor he, but after five more 
days she wrote to him: 

Have I offended jnm? Yon tnnM know, dear, I didnt 
mean lo. I'm to lonely and I need (omebody to dwer 
me up. Why didn't yon come to the nice party we had 
at Carrie't last evening I remember she invited yon. 
Can't you come aronnd here tOMnorrow Thur evening? 
I thall be alone and hope to *ee you. 

Hb reflections were numerous: 

"Doggone it, wt^ can't she let me alone? Why can't women ' 
ever learn a fellow bates to be bulldozed? And they abr^rs 
take advantage of you by ydling bow lonely they are. 

"Now that isn't nice of you, young fella. She's a fine, 
square, straight girl, and she does get lonely. She writes a 
■well hand. Nice-looking stationery. Plain. Refined. I 
guess 111 have to go see her. WeU, thank God, I got tm 
to-morrow night free of her, anyway. 

"She's nice but — Hang it, I won't be made to do thin^l 
I'm not married to her. No, nor by golly going to bel 

"Oh, rats, I suppose I better go see her." 
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Tliutsday, the to-morrow of Tanis's note, was full of emo- 
tlonal crises. At the Roughnecks' Table at the dub, Verg 
GuDch talked of the Good Citizens' League and (it seemed to 
Babbitt) deliberately left him out of the invitations to join. 
Old Mat Penniman, the general utility man at Babbitt's office, 
had Troubles, and came in to groan about them: his oldest 
boy was "no good," bis wife was sick, and he bad quarreled 
with his brother-in-law. Conrad Lyte also had Troubles, and 
snce Lyte was one of his best clients, Babbitt had to listen 
to them. Mr. Lyte, it appeared, was sufFering from a pecul- 
iarly interesting neuralgia, and the garage had overcharged 
bim. When Babbitt came home, everybody bad Troubles: 
his wife was simultaneously thinking about diachargjog the 
in^udent new maid, and worried lest the maid leave; and 
Tlnka desired to denounce her teacher, 

"Ob, quit fussingi" Babbitt fussed. "You never bear me 
whining about my Troubles, and yet if you bad to run a real- 
estate office— Wby, to-day I found Miss Bannigan was two 
dasrs bdiind with her accounts, and I pinched my finger in 
my desk, and Lyte was in and just as um'eawnable as ever." 

He was so vexed that after dinner, when it was time for a 
tactful escape to Tanis, he merely grumped to his wife, "Got 
to go out. Be back by eleven, should think." 

"Ohl You're going out again?" 

"Againt What do you mean 'again'l Haven't hardly been 
out of the house for a weekl" 

"Are you — are you going to the Elks?" 

"Nope. Got to see stHne people." 

Though this time he heard his own voice and knew that it 
was curt, though she was looking at him with wide-eyed re- 
proach, he stumped into the hall, jerked on his ulster and fur- 
lined gloves, and went out to start the car. 

He was relieved to find Tanis cheerful, unreproacbful, and 
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Mniant in a frock of brown net over gold tisnu. "Yoa 
pOOT man, having to come out on a nif^t like thisl It's tet^ 
libly cold. Don't yon think a Hnall higUall would be nice?" 

"Now, by golly, thse's a womaa witb savvy] I think we 
ooold more or Icaa stand a hi^iball if it wasnt too loeig a 
one — not over a foot talll" 

He kisaed her with cardeaa heartiness, be forgot the com- 
pulsion of her demaiids, he stretched in a large chair and felt 
that he had beautifully come home. He was suddenly loqaa- 
tioua; he told her what a noUe and nusundostood man be 
was, and how siqxiior to Pete, Fulton Bemis, and tl» other 
men of their acquaintance; and she, bending forw&rd, dun in 
diaiming hand, brightly agreed. But when he forced himsdf 
to ask, "Well, honey, how's things with you" she took his 
du^-questi(Mi seriously, and he discovered that she too had 
Troubles: 

"Oh, all right but — I did get so angry with Carrie. She 
told Minnie that I told her that Minnie was an awful ti^twad, 
and Minnie ttid me Carrie had told her, and of coarse I told 
her I hadn't said anything of the kind, and then Carrie fooad 
Minnie had told me, and she was singly furiots because 
Minnie had tcdd me, aitd of course I was just boiling because 
Carrie had told her I'd tdd her, and then we all met 19 
St FnltMi's— his wife is awasr^ — thank heavensi — oh, tbete^ 
the dandiest flow in hia house to dance <» — and we woe aS 
of us singly furious at each other and — Oh, I do hate dut 
kind of a miz-iQ), dont you? I mean— it's so hcking m re- 
finement, but — And Mother wants to come and stay with 
me for a whole month, and of course I do love her, I va^ 
pose I do, but honestly, shell cramp my style somednng 
dreadful — she never can learn not to connnent, and she always 
wants to know where I'm g(»ng irtien I go out eveninga, and 
if I lie to her she always spiea around and ferrets annnd 
and finds out iriiere I've been, and tlien she looks like Patience 
m a Momnnait till I could just scream. And di, I awit tdl 
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jno — ytm know I nevtr Ulk about mjrself; I just hate 
pe(q>le who do, doa't you? But — I feel so sti^id to-night, 
and I know I must be boring yon with all this but — What 
would you do about Mother?" 

He gave her fadle masculine advice. She was to put off 
ber mother's stay. She was to tdl Carrie to go to the deoce. 
For these valuable revdations she thanked bim, and they 
ambled into the famOiar gossip of the Bunch. Of what 8 
sentimental fool was Carrie. Of what a la^ brat was Pete; 
Of how met Fulton Bnnis could be — "course lots of people 
think he's a regular old grouch twheu they meet him because 
be doesn't give 'em the glad hand the first crack out of the 
box, but when they get to know him, he's a corker." 

But as they had gone conscientiously through each of ^lese 
analyses before, the conversation staggered. Babbitt tried to 
be intellectual and deal with General Topics. He said some 
thoroughly sound things about Disarmament, and broad- 
mindedness and liberalism; but it seemed to him that General 
Tapia interested Tanis only iriien she could apply them to 
Pete, Carrie, or themselves. He was distressingly conscious 
of their silence. He tried to stir her into chattering again, 
but silence rose like a grqr ^aaeace and hovoed between 
them. 

"I, uh — " he labored. "It strikes me — it strikes me that 
nnemployment is lessening." 

"Maybe Pete will get a decent JcA, then." 

Silence. 

Desperatdy he essayed, "What's the trouble, <dd honqr? 
You seem kind of quiet to-night." 

"Am I? Oh, I'm not. But — do you really care whether 
I am m- not?" 

"Care? Surel Course I dol" 

"Do you really?" She swooped on him, sat on the arm of 
his chair. 

He hated the emotiimal drain of having to a;f>ear fond of 
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ber. He stroked her hand, smiled up at her dntifolfy, and 
sank back. 

"George, I wonder if you really like me at all?" 

"Course I do, silly." 

"Do you really, precious? Do you care a bit?" 

"Why certainlyl You doc't siQ^xne I'd be here if I didntl" 

"Now see here, young man, I won't have you speaking to 
mt in that huf^ wayl" 

"I didn't mean to sound huffy. I just — " In injured and 
rathe childish tones: "Gosh almighty, it makes me tired the 
way everybody says I sound huffy when I just talk naturall 
Do they eipect me to sing it w something?" 

"Who do you mean by 'everybody'? How maqy olbcr 
ladies have you been consoling?" 

"Look here now, I won't have this hintingl" 

Humbly: "I know, dear. I was only teasing. I know it 
didn't mean to talk huffy — it was just tired. Forgjve bad 
Tanis. But say you love me, say it I" 

"I love you. . . . Course I do." 

"Yes, you dot" cynically. "Oh, darling, I don't mean to be 
rude but — I get so londy. I feel so useless. Nobody needs 
me, nothing I can do for anybody. And you know, dear, I'm 
so active — I could be if there was something to do. And I am 
young, aren't II I'm not an old thing! I'm not old and 
stupid, am I?" 

He had to assure her. She stroked his hair, and he had to 
look pleased under that touch, the more demanding ia its be- 
guiling softness. He was Inq»tieot. He wanted to flee out to 
a hard, sure, unemotional man-world. Throu^ her ddicate 
and caressing fingers she may have caught something of bb 
shrugging distaste. She left him — he was for the moment 
buoyantly relieved — she dragged a footstool to his feet and sat 
looking beseechingly tq> at him. But as in maiQr men the 
cringing of a dog, the flinching of a frightened child, rouse nA 
^ty but a surprised and jer^ cruelty, so her humility only 
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oaiKqred Um. And be siw ber now as iniddle4ged, as begin- 
ning to be dd. Even while be detested his own thou^ts, they 
rode him. She ma old, he winced. Oldl He noted bow the 
■oft flesh was aeasing into webby folds beneath her chin, 
bdow her eyes, at the base of her wrists. A patch of her 
throat bad a minute roughness like the crumbs from a rubber 
eraser. Oldl She was younger in years than himsdf, yet it 
was sickening to have her yearning vp at him with rolling 
great eyes — as if, he shuddered, his own aunt were making 
love to him. 

He fretted inwardly, "I'm throufj^ with tl^ a^nine fooling 
around. I'm going to cut her out. She's a dam decent nice 
woman, and I don't want to hurt her, but it'll hurt a lot less 
to cut her right out, like a good clean surgical operation." 

He was on his feet. He was speaUng urgently. By every 
rule of self-esteem, he had to prove to her, and to bimsdf, that 
it was ber fault. 

"I stq^Mne maybe I'm kind of out of sorts to-night, but 
honest, honey, when I stayed away for a while to catch up on 
work ai>d everything and figure out where I was at, you ought 
to have been cannier and waited till I came back. Cant you 
see, dear, when you made me oime, I — bang about an average 
buD-headed chump — n^ tendency was to resist? Listen, dear, 
I'm going now — " 

"Not for a while, predousl Nol" 

"Yep. Ri^t DOW. And then sometime well see about the 
future." 

"What do you mean, dear, *about the future'? Have I done 
something I oughtn't to? Ob, I'm 90 dreadfully sorry!" 

He resolutely put his hands bdiind him. "Not a thing, God 
Uess you, not a thing. You're as good as they make 'em. But 
It's just — Good Lord, do you realize I've got things to do in 
the world? I've got a business to attend to and, you mi^t 
not believe It, but I've got a wife and kids that I'm awfu) food 
ofl" Then trnly during the murder he was coounittlng was 
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be able to fed nobly viitooas. '^ want m to be friends hat, 
gosh, I cant go on this way feding I got to come q> hete evoy 
so often — " 

"Oh, darling, dariinf^ and Tve always ttrid yon, so careftdly, 
that yoa were absdntely free^ I just wanted yon to oome 
around when you were tired and wanted to talk to m^ or iriioi 
jron could enjoy oar parties-^" 

Sie was so rcastnable, she was so gently rif^tl It took him 
an hour to make his escape, with nothing settled and evsytlnng 
horribly settled. In a barren freedom of icy Northern wind 
he si^ied, "Thank God that's overl Poor Tanis, poor darUx^ 
decent TanisI But it is over. Absotatel Ite freel" 
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His wife was vp when be came in. "Did you have a goou 
time?" she sniffed. 

"I did not. I had a rotten ti m e I Anything dse I got to 
e]q)lain?" 

"George, how can you apeak like — Oh, I don't know what's 
come over youl" 

"Good Lord, there's nothing come over mel Why do yoa 
look for trouble all the time?" He was warning himself, 
"Carefull Stop bang so disagreeable. Course she feels it, 
being left alone here all evening." But he forgot his warning 
as she went on: 

"Why do you go out and see all sorts of strange people? I 
stqipoae youll say you've been to another committee-meeting 
this eveningl" 

"Nope. I've been calling on a woman. We sat by the fire 
and kidded each other and had a whale of a good time, if yoa 
want to knowl" 

"VftU — From the way 3roa say it, I sqq»Be it's my fault 
yoa went therel I probably sent youl" 

"You did I" 

"Well, upon my word — " 

"You hate 'strange people* as you call 'em. If you had your 
way, I'd be as nnicb of an old stick-in-the-mud as Howard 
Littlefield. You never want to have anybody with any git 
to 'em at the house; you want a buncb of old stiffs that sit 
around and gas about the weather. You're doing your level 
best to make me old. Well, let me tell yoi^ I'm not going 
to have — " 
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Ovowhelmed abt bent to bis uiqnvcedented tirade, and in 
answa she mounied: 

"Ob, dearest, I doa't think that's true. I don't mean to 
make you old, I know. Perhaps you're partly right. Perhaps 
I am slow about getting acquainted with new people. But 
Mrhea you think of all the dear good times we have, and the 
fltq)per-parties and the movies and all — " 

With true masculine wiles be not only convinced him5wJl 
that she had injured him but, by the loudness of his voice sod 
the brutality of bis attack, he convinced her also, and pr^ 
ently he had her apologi^ng for bis having q>ent the evening 
with Tanis. He went i^ to bed weO pleased, not only the 
mastv but the martyr of the household. For a distasteful 
moment after he had lain down he wondered if he had been 
altogether just. "Ought to be ashamed, bullying her. Mayfae 
thoe is hn ^de to things. Maybe she hasn't had such a 
bloomin' hectic time herself. But I don't carel Good for her 
'o get waked up a little. And I'm going to keep free. Of 
her and Tanis and the fellows at the dub and everybody. I'm 
going to run my own lifel" 



In this mood be was particularly objectionable at the Booat> 
CTs' Club lunch next day. They were addressed by a congress> 
man who had just returned from an exhaustive three-mimth* 
study of the finances, ethnology, political systems, linguistic 
divisions, mineral resources, and agriculture of Gnmany, 
Fiance, Great Britain, Italy, Austria, Czechoslovakia, Jugo- 
slavia, and Bulgaria. He told them all about those subjects, 
together with three funny stories about European misconcep- 
tions of America and some ^irited words on the necessity of 
keeping ignorant foreigners out of America. 

"Say, that was a migh^ informative talk. Real he-stuf^" 
■aid Sidnqr Finkelstein, 
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But the disaffected Babbitt grumbled, "Four-flusherl Bunch 
of hot air I And what's the matter with the immigrants? Gosh, 
tli^ aren't all ignorant, and I got a hunch we're ail descended 
bxim immipunts oursdves." 

"Oh, you make me tiredl" said Mx. Fiukdstein. 

Babbitt was aware that Dr. A. I. Dilling was sternly Usten- 
ing from across the table. Dr. Dilling was one of the most 
important men in the Boosters'. He was not a physician but 
a surgeon, a more romantic and sounding occiqation. He waa 
an intense large man with a boiling of black hair and a thick 
black mustache. The new^pers often chronicled his tspeta- 
lions; he was professor of surgery in the State University; he 
went to dinner at the very best bouses on Royal Ridge; and 
he was said to be wfttth sevoal hundred thousand dollars. 
It was dismaying to Babbitt to have such a person glower at 
him. He hastily praised the coop'essman's wit, to Sidnqr 
Finkdstdn, but for Dr. Dilling's benefit 



That afternoon three men shouldered into Babbitt^ office 
with the air of a Vigilante committee in frontier days. They 
were huge, resolute, big-jawed men, and they were all hi^ 
Iwds in the land of Zenith — Dr. Dilling the surgeon, Charles 
McKdvty the contractor, and, most dismaying of all, the 
white-bearded Gdonel Rutherford Snow, owner of the Advo- 
cate'Thmes. In their whelming presence Babbitt felt small and 
insignificant. 

"Well, wdl, great pleasure, have chairs, what c'n I do for 
you?" be babbled. 

They neither sat nor offered observations on the weather. 

"Babbitt," said Colond Snow, "we've come from the Good 
Gticens' League. We've decided we want you to join. Vergil 
Gmch says you don't care to, but I think we can show you a 
aev light. TbK League is going to combine with the Oiamba 
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«f CoDuneroe io a can^iaigD for the Open Shop, so HS ting 

for you to put your name down." 

In hu embairassnient Babbitt could not recall liia reaacns 
for not wishing to join the League, if indeed he had ever def- 
initely known them, but he was pasaionatdy certain that he 
did not wish to join, and at the thouj^t of their fordng him 
he ttit a stirring of anger against even these princes of okd- 
merce. 

"Swry, Colonel, have to think it over a little," he mmabled. 

McKelvey snarled, "That means you're not gung to jun, 
George?" 

Something black and unfamiliar and ferocious ^>oke from 
Babbitt: "Now, you look ben, Cbarleyl I'm danmed if I'm 
going to be bullied into joining ai^thing, not even by yoa 
plutesl" 

"We're not bullying anybody," Dr. Billing b^an, but Col* 
^*nd Snow thrust him aade with, "Certainly we are! We don't 
mind a little bullying, if it's necessaiy. Babbitt, the G.CX, 
has been talking about you a good deal. You're saf^xtaed to be 
a sensible, clean, responsible man; you always have been; but 
btfe lately, for God knows what reason, I hear from all aorts 
of sources that you're runiung around with a loose crowd, and 
i^t's a whole lot worse, you've actually been advocating and 
siq^rting some of the most dangerous elements in town, like 
this fellow Doane." 

"Colonel, that strikes me as my private business." 

"Possibly, but we want to have an understanding. You've 
stood in, you and your father-in-law, with some of the most 
substantial and forward-lotting interests in town, like my 
friends of the Street Traction Company, and my papas have 
given you a lot of boosts. Well, you can't eiqiect the decent 
citizens to go on aiding you if you intrad to side with precisdy 
the people who are trying to undermine us." 

Babbitt was frightened, but he had an agooiwri instinct 
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that if he yiekkd in this he woold yidd in everything. He 

prototed: 

"You're ezaggaating, Colonel. I believe in bong broad- 
minded and libera], but, of coune, I'm just as much agin the 
cranks and blatberakites and labor unions and so on as you 
are. But fact is, I belong to so many organizations now that 
I can't do 'em justice, and I want to think it over before I 
decide about coming into the G.CX." 

Colonel Snow condesceoded, "Ob, no, I'm not exaggerating! 
Why the doctor here heard yon cussing out and defaming one 
of the finest types of Republican conpessmoi, just this noonl 
And you have entirely the wrong idea about 'thinking over 
joining.' We^ not begging you to join the G.CX.— we're 
permitting you to jtnn. I'm not sur^ my boy, but what if 
yon put it off itil be too htc, I'm not sure we'll want yoa 
then. Better think quick — better think quick I" 

The three ^^lgilantes, formidable in their ri^teousness,. 
stared at him in a taut sflence. Babbitt waited through. He 
thon^t nothing at all, he merely waited, while in his echoing 
head buzzed, "I don't want to join — ^I don't want to jtnn — T 
don't want to." 

"All right- Sorry for youl" said Colond Snow, and the 
three men abruptly turned their beefy backs. 



As Babbitt went out to his car that evening he saw Ver^ 
Gunch coming down the block. He raised his band in saluta- 
tion, but Gunch ignored It and crossed the street. He was 
certain that Gunch had seen him. He drove home in sharp dis- 
comfort 

His wife attacked at mice: "Geor;^ dear, Muriel Frink 
was in this afternoon, and she says that Chum says the com- 
mittee of this Good Citizens' League especially asked you to 
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join and you wouldn't. Don't you think it would be better? 
You Imow all the nicest people belong, sod the Le^;iie stands 
for—" 

"I know what the League stands for] It stands for the 
siq^ression of free speech and free thought and everything 
else! I don't propose to be bullied and rushed into joining vaf- 
thing, and it isn't a question of whether it's a good league cr 
a bad league or what the bell kind of a league it is; it's just 
a question of my refusing to be told I got to — " 

"But dear, if you don't join, pe(^)le mi^t criticize yoD." 

"Let 'em criticize I" 

"But I mean nice people!" 

"Rats, I — Matter of fact, this whole League is jost a 
fad. It's like all these other organizations that start off with 
such a rush and let on they're gomg to change the iriKde works, 
and pretty soon they peter out and everybody f(»gets aB 
about 'emi" 

"But if it's the tad now, dont you think you — " 

"No, I don'tl Oh, Myra, please quit nagging me about it 
I'm sick of hearing about the confounded G.CX. Z almost 
wisb I'd joined it when Verg first came around, and got it over. 
And maybe I'd 've come in to-day if the committee hadn't tried 
to bullyrag me, but, by God, as bng as I'm a free-bom inde- 
pendent American dt — " 

"Now, George, you're talking exactly like the German for* 
nace-man." 

"Oh, I am, am II Then, I won't talk at alll" 

He longed, that evening, to see Tanis Judique, to be strength- 
ened by her synqnthy. When all the family were iq>-stairs he 
got as far as telephoning to her apartmmt-house, but he was 
agitated about it and when the janitor answertd be blurted, 
"Nev' mind— III call later," and hung vp the receiver. 
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If Babbitt had not been colain about Vergil Guncb's avind- 
ing hitn, there could be little doubt about William Washington 
Eatborne, next morning. When Babbitt was driving down to 
the office he overtook Eathorne's car, with the great banker sit- 
ting in anemic solemnity bdiind his chauffeur. Babbitt waved 
and died, "Momin'l" Eatborne looked at him deliberately, 
hesitated, and gave him a nod more contenq>tuous than a 
direct cut. 

Babbitt's partner and father-in-law came in at ten: 

"George, what's this I hear about some song and dance yoa 
gave Colonel Snow about not wanting to join the G.CX.? 
What the dickens you trying to do? Wreck the firm? You 
don't siqqxae these Big Guns will stand your bucking them 
uid qiringiDg all this 'liberal' poppycock you been getting off 
lately, do you?" 

"Oh, rats, Henry T., you been reading bum fiction. There 
ain't any such a thing as these plots to keep folks from being 
liberal. This is a free comitry. A man can do anything he 
wants to." 

"Course th' ain't any plots. Who said thqr was? Only if 
folks get an idea you're scatter-brained and unstable, you dont 
suppose they'll want to do business with you, do you? One 
little nunor about your being a crank would do more to ruin 
this business than all the plots and stuff that these fool story- 
trriteis could think iq> in a month of Sundays." 

That afternoon, ^en the old reliable Conrad Lyte, the 
Eneny miser, Conrad Lj^, a[^>eared, and Babbitt suggested 
bis buying a parcel of land in the new residential section of 
Dorchester, Lyte said hastily, too hastily, "No, no, don't want 
lo go into anything new just now." 

A weA. later Babbitt leumed, throu^ Heniy Thompson, that 
the (dOdals of the Street Traction Company were planning ao- 
ntber real-estate coup, and that Sanders, Torrey and Wing, not 
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^ 



the Babbitt-Thompson Con^iaio', were to handle ft for thoB. 

"I figure that Jake OfFutt is kind of leery about the Tny 
folks are talking about you. Of courae Jake is a rock-ribbed 
old die-bard, and he probably advised the Tractiaa fellon 
to get some other broker. George, you got to do sometfaingl" 
trembled Thompson. 

And, in a rush, Babbitt agreed. All nonsense the way people 
misjudged him, but still — He determined to join the Good 
Citizens' League the next time he vas asked, and in furios 
resignation be waited. He wasn't asked. Hiey ignored him. 
He did not have the courage to go to the League and beg in, 
and he took refuge in a shaky boatf that he had "gotten away 
with bucking the whole city. Nobody coold dictate to turn 
how he was going to think and act!" 

He was jarred as by nothing dse when the paragon of sten- 
ographers, Miss McGoun, suddenly left him, thou^ ha rea- 
sons were ocellent — she needed a rest, her sister was sick, she 
migbt not do any more work for ux months. He was uncom- 
fortable with her successor. Miss Havstad. What Miss Hav- 
atad^ given name was, no one in the office ever knew. It 
seemed improbable that she had a given name, a lover, a pow- 
der-pufF, or a digestion. She was so in4>eisonal, this sli^t, 
pale, industrious Swede, that it was vul^ir to think of her as 
going to an ordinary home to eat hash. She was a perfectly 
oiled and enameled madiine, «nH she oog^t, eadi evening, to 
have been dusted off and shut in her desk beside her too-slim, 
too-frail peodl points. She took dictaticn swifUy, her ^ping 
was pofect, but Babbitt became \aasfff when he tried to work 
with her. She made hun fed pn%, and at his best-bdoved 
daily jc&es she looked gently inquiring. He longed tor Misi 
HcGoun's return, and thought of writing to her. 

Then he beard that Miss McGoun had, a wed after leaving 
him, gone over to his dangerous ccmpetitors, Sanden, Tocrty 
and Wing. 

He was not merdy anuqred; he was fri^tcned. "Why did 
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ihe qmt, tben?" he worried. "Did she have a hondi ay hvA- 
nesB is going on the rodu? And it was Sanders got the Street 
Traction deal. Rats — sinking shipl" 

Gray fear loomed always by him now. He watched Fritz 
Weilinger, the young salesman, and wondered if be too would 
leave. Daily be fancied slights. He noted that be was not 
asked to speak at the annual Chambo' of Gnnmerce dinner. , 
When Orville Jones gave a large pdka party and be was not 
invited, be was certain that he had been snubbed. He was 
afraid to go to luncb at the Athletic Qub, and afraid not to 
go. He believed that be was spied on; that when he left the 
table they whi^)tfed about him. Evoywhere he heard the 
rustling whispers: in the offices of clients, in the bank when be 
made a deposit, in his own office, in his own home. Inter- 
minalily he wondered what Th^ were saying of him. AH 
day long in imaginaiy conversations he cau^t them mar^ 
vding, "BaUiitt? Why, say, he's a regular anarchist! Yon 
got to admire the feDow f<x bis iterve, tbe way he turned liberal 
and, by gfAly, just absolutdy runs his life to suit himself, but 
aay, he's dangerous, that's itbat he is, and he's got to be shown 

He was so twitchy that wboi he rounded a corner and 
chanced aa two acquaintancts talking — whispering — his heart 
leaped^ and he stalked by like an embarrassed schoolboy. 
When he saw his neighbors Howard Littlefield and Orville 
Jones together, he peered at them, went indoora to escape their 
^ying, and was miserably certain that they bad been whisper- 
ing — plotting — whi^xring. 

Throu^ all his fear ran defiance. He felt stubborn. Some- 
times he decided that be had been a very devil of a fellow, as 
bold as Soieca Doaiw; sometimes he planned to call on Doane 
and tdl him i^t a revolutionist he was, and never got be- 
yond tbe planning. But just as often, wben he heard tbe 
soft whispen cnvdoping him he wailed, "Good Lord, what 
lave I done? Just pl^cd with the Bunch, and called down 
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Clarence Drum about being socb a higb-ond-tni^^ aodga 
Never catch me criticixiiig people and trying to make tbem 
accept my ideasl" 

He could sot stand the strain. Before long be admitted 
tbat he would like to flee back lo the security of confonnity, 
' provided th^re was a decent and creditable way to return. But, 
atubbwnly, he would not be forced back; he would not, he 
swore, "eat dirt." 

Only in minted mgagements with his wife did these tur- 
bulent feais rise to the surface. She con^lained that he 
seemed nervous, that she couldn't understand why he did not 
want to "drop in at the Littiefields* " for the evening. He 
tried, but be could not eipress to her the nebulous facts of 
his rebellion and punishment. And, with Paul and Taois lost, 
he bad do one to whom he could talk. "Good Lord, Tinka ii 
the only real friend I have, these days," he sighed, and he 
clung to the child, played floor-games with her all evening. 

He considered going to see Paul in prison, but, tbouj^ ht 
had a pale curt note from him every week, he thou|^t of Paul 
as dead. It was Tanis for whom he was longing. 

"I thought I was so smart and independent, cutting Tanis 
out, and I need her. Lord how I need herl" he raged. "Mjrra 
simply can't understand. All she sees in life is getting along 
by being just like other folks. But Tanis, she'd teD me I 
was all ri^t." 

Tbra he broke, and one evening, late, he did run to Tanis. 
He had not dared to hope for it, but she was in, and alone. 
Only she wasn't Tanis. She was a courteous, brow-liftii% 
ice-armored woman who lot^ied like Tanis. She said, "Yes, 
George, what is it?" in even and uninterested tones, and he 
cr^t away, whipped. 

His first comfort was from Ted and Eunice Littlefidd. 

They danced in one evening when Ted was home from the 
university, and Ted chuckled, "What's this I hear from Euny, 
dad? She says her dad says you n>ised Cain by boosting 
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dd Seneca Doane. Hot dogi Give *em fitsi Stir 'em vpl 
This old burg is asleep I" Eunice plunqxd down on Babbitt's 
lap, kissed him, nestled her bobbed hair against his chin, and 
crowed, "I think you're lota nicer than Howard. Why is it," 
confidentially, "that Howard is such an old grouch? The man 
has a good heart, and honestly, he's awfully bright, but he 
sever will leam to stq> on the gas, after all the training I've 
pven him. Don't you think we could do acnnething with him, 
dearest?" 

"Why, Eunice, that isn't a nice way to speak of your papa," 
Babbitt observed, in the best Floral Hd^ts manner, but 
he was bai^y for the first time in wedu. He pictured himself 
■u the veteran liberal strengthened by the losralty of the 3roung 
generation. They went out to rifle the ice-box. Babbitt 
^oated, "If your mother cau^t us at this, we'd certainly get 
our come-iq^ncel" and Eunice became maternal, scrambled 
a terrifying number of egp for them, kissed Babbitt oa tba 
ear, and in the voice of a brooding abbess marveled, "It beats 
!he devil why feminists like me stUl go on nuning these menl" 

Thus stimulated, Babbitt was reckless irtien he encountered 
Sieldon Smeeth, educational director of the YM.CA. and 
choir-leader of the Chatham Road Church. With one of Us 
dan^ hands Smeeth imprisoned Babbitt's thick paw wbOe be 
chanted, "Brother Babbitt, we haven't seen you at church very 
often lately. I know you're b\ay with a multitude of details, 
but you mustn't forget your dear friends at the old church 
home." 

Babbitt shook off the affectionate clit^> — Shddy liked to 
hold hands for a long time — and snarled, "Well, I guess you 
fellows can run the show without me. Sorry, Smeeth; got to 
beat it. G'day." 

But afterward he winced, "If that white worm bad the nerve 
to try to drag me back to the Old Church Home, then the holy 
■«ut£t must have been doing a lot of talking about me, too." 

He hmd them whiq>eTing — ^irtiiqierl.ig — Dr. John Jennisoa 
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Dreir, Cholmooddqr Fiiiik, evm WlOam Wnhinghn : 
tbocne. The faidfpfndeiice aRped out <rf Imo and he mi 
the streets ■kme, afraid of mm^ cynical ^fes and die in 
MBthiH of 1 
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Hi tried to e^tlain to his wife, as they [»q»red for bed, 
bow dijectionable was SheldoD Smeeth, but all her answer 
was, "He has sudi a beautiful voice— 60 spiritual. I don't 
think you ouf^t to epeak of him like that just because you 
can't ai^redate musicl" He saw her then as a stranger; he 
atared bleakly at this plump and fussy woman with the broad 
bare arms, and wondered how she had ever come here. 

In his chilly cot, turning from aching ude to side, he pon- 
dered of Tanis. "He'd been a fool to lose her. He had to 
have somdxxiy he could really talk to. He'd — oh, he'd bust if 
he went on stewing about things by himsdf. And Myra, use- 
less to eq>ect her to understand. Wdl, rats, no use dodging 
the issue. Dam shame ftM* two married people to drift ^wrt 
after all these years; dam rottm shame; but nothing could 
brii^ them together now, as long as he refused to let Zenith 
bully him into taking orders — and he was by golly not going 
to let aiQrbody bully him into anything, or irtieedle him at 
coax him eithtfl " 

He woke at three, roused by a pasdng motor, and strugg^ 
out of bed for a drink of water. As he passed throu^ the 
bedroom he heard his wife groan. His resoitment was ni^t- 
bhtrred; be was solidtons in Inquiring "What's the trouble, 
bon?" 

"I've got— such a pain down here In iny side— oh, it^ just — 
It tears at me." 

"Bad Indigestion? Shall I get yon some bicarb?" 

«9oa^: tUnk— that would be^ I fdt funny last evening 
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ud yaterdqr, and then— ohi — it paved awigr lod I fot h 
deep and — That auto woke me vp." 

Her voice wia laboring like a sh^ in a atonn. He «■• 
alanned. 

"I better caQ the doctor." 

"No, nol ItH go amy. Bat maybe yon mi^ get ok as 

He stalked to the bathroom for tbe ice-ba& down to the 
kitchen for ice. He fdt dramatic in thli bte-nig^ wp e ditJ on, 
but aa he gouged the chunk of ice with the dagger-like pick he 
was cool, steady, mature; and the old friendlineaa was ia fcis 
voice aa he patted the ic»4mg into place on her groin, ■ ■■■^'"■t, 
'There, there, that'll be better now." He retired to bed, b«t 
he did not sleq>. He heard her groan again. Imtaolly ha 
was up, aootblog her, "Stfll pret^ bad, hoMy?" 

"Yea, it jmt gripca me, and I can't get to ile^." 

Her voice wu faint. BDe knew her dread of docton' vcnScta 
and he did not inform her, bat he creaked dowiMlain, tefe- 
pboned to Dr. Eari Fatten, and wailed, shivering. Hying wiA 
fiu^ eyes to read a magadne, tm he heard the doctor^ car. 

Hie doctor was youngish and profesaiooaDy bree^. Ha 
came in as thou^ it were sunny noontime, "^cil, George, 
little trouble di? How Is she now?" he said bofly aa, with 
tremendous and rather irritating cheerfulness, be tossed Us 
coat on a diair and warmed his hands at a ra<Uator. He took 
charge of the house. Babbitt fdt ousted and u nim por ta nt 
as he fdlowed tbe doctor tq> to the bednxMn, and it was the 
doctor wbo chnlled, "Oh, Just little stomad^de" wbea 
Verona peeped thnra^ her door, beggtoft "What Is It, Dad, 
what la it?" 

To Mil. Babbitt the doctor saU with amidile bdUgBOic^ 
after his eaamlnatkin, "Kind of a bad oU pain, di? IH give 
you something to make you sleep, and I think youll fed better 
in tbe momlBg. Ill come io ti^t after breaklasL" Bat to 
BabUtt. lytaf fal wait fai the kiwer haD, the doctor al^d. 
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«I don't like the feeling there in her bdly. TbereS aaae ri^ 
ity and some inflammation. She's never had her appendix 
out, has she? Um. Well, no use woirying. Ill be here first 
thing in the mmning, and meantime shell get aune rest. IVe 
given her a hypo. Good ni^t." 

Then ms Babbitt cau^t 19 in the black uanpeat. 

Instantly all the indignations irtiich had been dtxnlnating 
him and the qtiritual dramas through iriiich be had strug^ed 
became pallid and absurd before the ancient and ovenrtielming 
realities, the standard and traditional realities, of sickness and 
men acing death, the long ni^t, and the thousand steadfast 
inf)licatioas of mairied life. He crept back to her. As she 
drowsed away in the tropic languor of morphia, he sat on the 
edge of her bed, holding her hand, and for the first time in 
many wedks her band abode trustfully in his. 

He dr^>ed himsdf grotesquely in his towding bathrobo 
jnd a pink and white couch-cover, and sat lumpishly In a 
wing-diair. The bedroom was uncanny in its half-lig^t, iriiich 
tamed the cmtains to lurking robbers, the dressing-table to a 
tnrreted castle. It smdied of cosmetics, of linen, of sleep. He 
napped and we^, niq^>ed and wdte, a hundred times. Ha 
heard her move and si^ in slumber; he wtHtdered if there 
wasn't some officious brisk thing he could do for her, and 
before he could quitn form the thou^t he was asleep, racked 
and aching. The ni^t was infinite. When dawn came and 
the waiting seemed at an end, he fell asleqi, and was veud 
to have been cau^t off his guard, to have beei aroused by 
Verona's entrance and hn* agitated "Ob, what is It, Dad?" 

His wife was awake, her face sallow and lifeless in the mom- 
fag li^t, but now he did not con^Kire her with Tanis; she 
was not mcrdy A Woman, to be cmtrasted with other women, 
hut his own sdf, and thou^ he mi^t critidse her and nag 
her, it was tmly as he mi^t criticize and nag himsdf, inters 
estedly, uiq»tronizingty, without the eipectation of changing — 
or any real de^re to diange — the eternal essence: 
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With Verona he sounded ^thcr^ a^in, and firm. He oob- 
aoled Tinka, lAo satiafocttKily pointed the excitement of tbe 
hour by wailing. He ordered early breakfast, and wanted to 
look at the newsp^Kr, and felt somdiow heroic and osefnl in 
Dot looking at it But there were still crairiing and totalljr 
imhKoic hours of waiting before Or. Fatten returned. 

"Don't see much change," said Fatten. "Ill be back abotA 
deven, and if jrou don't mind, I think 111 bring in some otlMr 
world-famous piil-^jedler for consultation, jiBt to be on tha 
safe side. Now George, there's nothing you can do. Ill have 
Verona Vtep tbe ice>bag filled — mi^t as well leave that on, 
I guesa — and you, you better beat it to the office instead of 
standing around her looking as if you were the patimt. The 
nerve of husbands I Lot more neurotic than the women I Tltcy 
' always have to horn in and get all tbe credit i<x feding bad 
whoi their wives are ailing. Now have another nice cup of 
coffee and giti" 

Undfx this derision Babbitt became more matter^f-fact. 
He drove to the office, tried to dictate letters, tried to tde- 
pbone and, before tbe call was answered, forgot to wbtm he 
was tekphoning. At a quarter after ten he returned home. 
As be left the down-town traffic and ^>ed up the car, his fact 
was as grimly creased as the mask of tragedy. 

His wife greeted him with surprise. "Wl^ did you come 
back, dear? I think I feel a little better. I told Verona to 
skip off to her office. Was it wicked (rf me to go and get 

sick?" 

He knew that she wanted petting, and she got it, jt^oosly. 
They were curiously h^q)y vdien he heard Dr. Patten's car 
in front. He looked out of the window. He was fri^ttned. 
With Patten was an in^ticnt man with turbulmt blade hair 
and a hussar mustadie— Dr. A. L DiHing, the surgeon. Bab- 
bitt guttered with anzie^, tried to conceal it, and hurried 
down to the door. 

Dr. Fatten was {vofusely casoal: "Don't want to worry 
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yDO, old mm, but I tbought it mi^t be a good stmt to have 
Dr. DiDing ezamiDC her." He gestured toward Dilling ai 
toward a master. 

Doling nodded in his curtest manner and strode q^tairs. 
Babbitt tramped the living-room is agony. Ezcfpt for hli 
wife's confinements there had never been a major operati<n 
in the family, and to him suigeiy was at once a miracle and 
an abomination of fesr. Bnt when Dilling and Patten came 
down again be knew tbat everything was all ri^t, and he 
wanted to lan^, for the two doctors were exactly like the 
bearded physicians in a musical comedy, both of then nibbing 
their hands and looking foolishly sagacious. 

Dr. Dilling spoke: 

"Itn stBty, old man, but it's acute appendicitis. We ought 
to <q>erate. Of course you most decide, but tliere's no que»- 
tioa as to wliat has to be done." 

Babbitt did not get all the force of it He mumbled, "W^ 
I stqqiose we could get her ready in a couple o' days. Prob- 
ably Ted ou^t to come down from the univeisity, just in case 
anything ha[^}ened." 

Dr. Dilling growled, "Nope. If you don't want peritonitis 
to set in, well have to opmte ri^t away. I must advise it 
strongly. If you say go ahead, 111 ^phone for the St. Bfary^ 
ambulance at once, and well have her on the table in three- 
quartets of an hour." ^^ 

<^ — I — Of course, I mippaae you know -what — Bnt great 
God, man, I can't get her clothes reacfy and everything in two 
•ecoods, you knowl And in her state, so wrought-up and 
weak—" 

"Jost throw ber hair-bntsh and comb and tooth-brush hi 
a bag; that's all shell need for a d^ w two," said Dr. Dilling, 
and went to the telephone. 

Babbitt galloped deq)eratdy up-stain. He sent the fright- 
ened Tinka out of the room. He said gaily to Us wife, "Well, 
fdd thing, the doc thinks m^be we better have a little OQer»- 
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tka and get ft over. Just take' a few i 

Mrioiis aa a aafinenient — and youll be all right in t jiffy." 

She pipped his band till the fingas ached. She said pa- 
tiently, like a cowed child, **I'in afraid — to go into the daA, 
all alonel" Maturity was -miped tmn her eyes; tb^ wtn 
pleading and torified. "WQl yoo slay with met DartiBg, 
you don't bave to go to ttie office now, do jron? Could yon 
just go down to the ho^ital with me? Could yoo ame see 
me this evening-^ everything^ all tlj^t? You won't baw 
to go out this evening, wQl you?** 

He was on bis koecs by the bed. While she feeUy nfled lus 
hair, he sobbed, be kissed the lawn of ber sleeve, and sworc^ 
"Old hon^, I love you more than anjrthing in the woildl I've 
kind of been worried by business and eveytfaing, bat that% 
an over now, and Ite bad again." 

"Are you really? George, I was tWnfctng, lying bere, naybe 
it would be a good thing if I just went. I was wondering if 
anybody nsHiy needed me. Or wanted me. I was wondering 
libit was the use of my Irring. IVe been getting so atti|Hd 
wd "^ly — " 

"Why, yon old hmnbng! Fbbing for cooiilimmts iriien I 
Odfi^t to be packing your bagl Mc, sore, Vm yotnig and 
handsome and a regular village cut-19 and — " He could not 
go <HL He sobbed agun; "nH in mnttaed incobenncies tbty 
found each other. 

As be packed, hb brain was cnrionsly dear and sirift. He'd 
bave no more wild enmoffi, be realiaed. He admitted that 
be would regret them. A Ottle pimly he perceived that this 
had been his last d^wiring Sing before the paralyzed ccn- 
tcntment of middle-age. Wdl, and be grinned iin^shly, "it 
was one doggone good party iriiile it hetedl" And— how 
mudi was the c^ieration going to ant? "I oo^ to have 
foo^t that out with Dining. But no, damn it, I doa*t care 
how mud) it costsi" 

"nit motor ambnltnry was at tfie door. Even in his gpd 
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Ae Babbitt wbo admired all technical ocdloices was inter- 
ested in the kindly skill with irtucb the attendants slid Mrs. 
Babbitt upon a stretcher and carried her downstairs. Hie am- 
bulance was ft huge, suave, vamiahed, iriiite thing. Mts. Bab- 
bitt moaned, "It fri^tens me. It's just like a heaise, jtist 
like being put in a hearse. I want you to stay with me." 

"Ill be right up front with the driver," Babbitt promised. 

"No, I want you to stay inside with me." To the attend- 
ants: "Can't he be inside?" 

"Sure, ma'am, you bet. Thov^ a fine little canq>-sto(2 in 
there," the older attendant said, with profesuonal pride. 

He sat beside her in tliat travding cabin irith its cot, its 
stool, its active little electric radiator, and its quite unexplained 
calendar, di^laying a ^1 eating chenies, and the name of an 
ent«prismg grocer. But as he flung out his hand in hopdea* 
dieerfulness it touched the radiator, and he squealed: 

"Ouch I Jesus 1" 

"Why, George Babbitt, I wont have you coning and sweu^ 
[ng and blaq>hemingl " 

"I know, awful sorry but — Gosh all fish-hooks, look 
how I burned my hanll Gee irtiiz, it hurtsi It hurts like 
the mischiefl Why, that damn radiator is hot as — it's hot u 
— it's hotter *n the hinges of Hades I Lookl You can see 
the markl" 

So, as they drove up to St. Mary's Hoq)ital, with the nurses 
already laying out the instruments for an operation to save her 
life, it was she who consoled him and kissed the place to 
make it well, and thou^ he tried to be gniiff and mature, he 
yielded to her and was glad to be babied. 

The ambulance whirled under the hooded carriage-entrance 
jf the ho^ital, and instantly he was reduced to a zero in the 
nightmare succession of cork-floored haUs, endless doors open 
in old women sitting iq> in bed, an devator, the anesthetizing 
room, a young interne ccmten^tuoua of husbands. He was 
permitted to kiss bis wife; he saw a thin dark nurse fit the 
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COM over ho- moutli and noie; be irifftDBd at a saccc mat 
ticscberoiis odor; then he «h drivco oat, and oa a hi^ wied 
in a labontoiy be aat daaed, kagLng to aee her onoe a^ia. » 
hoist that be bad alwwyz loved her, had never for a leoae 
loved anybody die or lodud at anybody dw. In the hbot* 
atoty he was conadous aoiy of a decayed object p r emv od ia a 
botUe of yellowiog akxAol. It made hhn very lid^ bat be 
coold act take his eyes from iL He was more aware «< '.• 
than of waiting. His mind floated in abeyance, cstniag ban 
ahriyi to that horrible bottle. To escape it he opened the doer 
'to the rl^t, hoping to find a sane and bosineis-Iike oflkc^ Hr 
nallnd that be was looking into the operating-roan; in ear 
^ance be took in Dr. DOliog, strange in white gown and bao- 
daged head, bending over the sted table with its acrcaps aad 
lAeds, then nurses holding faasfais and cotton aponsea, and ■ 
fwathed thing, jnit a lifdess diin and a moond of wfahr s 
tbe midst of which was a square of aaDow flesh with a pm 
a Uttle Moody at tbe edgea, protmding (ram tbe ^A a dotcr 
fll forcfps like dinging parasites. 

He shot the door with baste. It may be that Us fci ^ti ae c 
tepentance of the night and morning bad not eaten in. be 
tUi ddiumanizing Interment of her who had been so paibeti- 
caOy human Bbocdt bim ttttoly, and u he cr o u c h ed again «a 
die bieJi stod in tbe laboratory be swore faith to his wife . . 
to Zenith ... to bnsfaKsa effidency ... to the Bouem 
dob ... to every faith of tbe Clan of Good FdQowi. 

Then a none was soothing, "AD overl Perfect 
SbeH come out finel Shell be oat tmn onda 
aoon, and you can see bcr." 

He found her on a curiona tilted bed, her tact m 
aomeydlow bat her purple 1^ moving subtly. ThenoBty<&: 
be really bdicve that she was alive. She was mutterlns. Bf 
bent, and heard her si^ihig, "Hard get real maple qrrt^i fv 
panokes." He lau^^ ineriiaaatlbly; be beamed oa ik 
otBse and proudly conlkded, "TUak of her talking abeot aapfc 
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|rnq)I By goiiy, Vta going to go and wder a hundred 9^001 
irf it, ri^t fnHn Vermontl" 



Sht mi out of the bo^Htal in seventeen days. He wmt 
to see her each aftenioon, and in their long talks th^ drifted 
back to intimacy. Once he hinted something of his relations 
to Tania and the Bunch, and she was inflated by the view that 
a Wicked Woman had captivated her poor George. 

If once he had doubted his neighbors and the si^>reme cbaim 
of the Good Fdlows, he was convinced now. You didn't, he 
noted, "see Seneca Doane coming around ^th any flowers o( 
drcqjping in to chat with the Missus," but Mrs. Howard Little- 
field brou^t to the bospitai her priceless wine jelly (flavored 
with real wine) ; Orville Jones ^lent hours in picking out the 
kind of novds Mrs. Babbitt liked — nice love stories about 
New York millionaries and Wyoming cowpunchers; Louetta 
Swanson knitted a pink bed- jacket; Sidney Ftnkelstein and 
his merry brown-eyed flapper of a wife sdected the prettiest 
nightgown in all the stock of Parcher and Stein. 

All bis friends ceased wbi^tering about him, suspectbg him. 
At the Athletic Club they asked after her daily. Dub mem- 
bers whose names he did not know sttq)ped him to inquiry 
'^ow's your good lady getting on?" Babbitt felt that he 1 
was swinging from bleak uplands down Into the rich warm air 
of a valley pleasant with cottages. 

One noon Vergil Gunch suggested, "You planning to be at 
the bo^tal about uzP The wife and I thouf^t we'd drop in." 
Th^ did 6top in. Gunch was so humorous that Mrs. Babbitt 
said he must "step making her lau^ because honestly It was 
hurting her incision." As they passed down the hall Gunch 
denoanded amiably, "George, old scout, you were sor^eaded 
about something, here a frtifle back. I dont know ^y, and 
it's none of my business. But you seem to be fedhig iD 
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him^*dorr apin, and lAty doa't yini oooie joiii ib in th 
Good Citizens' Lesgoe, oiA man? We have some oocUni 
times together, and we need your advice." 

Then did Babbitt, almost teaifol with joy at being coszed 
Instead of bullied, at being pcnnitted to stop fitting, at be- 
ing able to desert without injuring his opinion of hinsdlf, ceest 
utterly to be a domestic revolatiniist He patted Goncli'* 
shoulder, aqd next day he became a membs of the Good. Gti- 
sens* League. 

Within two wedcs no one in the League was more vioioii 
regarding the wickedness of Seneca Doane, the crimes of labor 
onions, the perils of immigration, and Uie ddi^ts of goIL 
morality, and bank-accounts than was George F. Babbitt. 
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Th> Good Otizens' League had ^resd tbrou^ the cotmtcy, 
tut noirtiere ms it so effective and wdl esteemed as in dtiea 
•f the ^pe of Zenith, commerdal dties of a few hundred thou- 
and inhabitants, most of «4iich — tbou^ not all — lay in- 
and, a^imt a background of cornfidds and mines and of smaU 
owns -which dqiended \q>on them for mortgage-loans, tabl«- 
□anners, art, sodal philosophy and milliDciy. 

To the League bdonged most of the pro^mous dtizcns of 
>mth. They wae not all of the kind who called themsdves 
'Regular Guys." Besides these hearty fellows, these salesmen 
>f pro^)erity, there were the aristocrats, that Is, the men wba 
were ridier or had been ridi tar more generations: the pttA- 
ients of banks and of factories, the land-owners, the cocpon- 
ioD lawyers, the fashionable doctors, and the few yonng-old 
nen who worked not at all but, rductantly remaining in Zeo* 
ith, collected luster-ware and first editions as tbou^ they 
were back in Paris. All of them agreed that the wu'king- 
dasaa must be kept in thdr place; and all of tbem percdved 
that American Democracy did not imply any equality of wealth, 
but did demand a irtioleaome sameness of thought, dress, paiotp 
iog, morals, and vocabulary. 

In this they were like the nilingKJass of any otiier country, 
particularly of Great Britain, but they differed in being more 
vigorous and in actually trying to (Hwluce the acc^ted stand- 
ards which an classes, ev e ryw h er e , desire, but usually despair 
of realizing. 

Ihe longtat stmg^ of the Good Citizens' League wm 
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for the Open Shop — which was secretfy a stnig^c a.- 
sQ imkai Ubra-. Acconfwoyitig it was an AmcricaiiiiL 
Movemait, with evening classes in En^tsh and UMory l- 
eamomics, and daily artides in the newsp^ien, so that bf" 
airived forefgnets mi^t learn that the tn»bhie and om b.' 
dred per cent. Amorkan w^ of settling labor-tiatdilas w» - 
workmen to trust and love their enf>Ioyers. 

The League was more than geoeroos in ap pnw ia g c- 
organixations wfaidi agreed with its aims. It b^icd the V ' 
CA. to raise a two-hundred-thousand-dollar fund Ibr a v 
building. Babbitt, Ver^ Gandi, Sidaqr Finkdstcin, and e ■ 
Charles McKdvty told the ^Mctators at movie theatcn : 
peat an influence bx manly Christianity the "good old Y." i. 
been in their own lives; and the hoar and mij^ty Colonel R. 
crford Snow, owner of the Advocate-Times, waa photopa; - 
clasping the hanl of Shddon Smeeth of the YM.CJi. '.• 
true that afterward, when Smeeth liq>ed, *Yoa matt cd» 
cue of our prayer-meetings," the ferodooi Colood tMC."** 
"What the bell would I do that for? I've got a bar o: - 
own" but this did not appear fa the pidiUc printa. 

The League was of value to the Amoican Legkm at ft :.' 
when certain of the Itsaer and looser Dcwspapers wcr« cii-. 
ing that organisation of veteram of the Great War. One r 
ning « number of young men raided the Zenith ^J^^^Wrt Hr. 
quartets, burned its recmds, beat the office staff, and apre. 
dno^Md desks out of the window. All of the a ew ^iap e is &: 
the Advocate-Tima and the £ffeiiti*{ Advocate a ttrlbuiw! 
Tiluable but perhaps hasty dIrect-&ction to the Americas '. 
gkn. Then a flying squadron from the Good Qtiaens' La.* 
dOed on the w^^ t*' papoi and eiplained that no ^-9>: 
could possibly do such a tUng; and the editors saw the : 
sui retained thdr advertising. When Zenith^ lone fiMi 
tlons Objector came home from prisoa and was ri^aa.. 
nm out of town, the new^^m rcftored to ttie pei p e i; * 
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In aD the .activities and triumphs of the Good CitiicBB* 
i-eague Babbitt took part, and conq^etely won back to sdf- 
eapect, placidity, and the affection of Ills friends. Bat he 
>egan to protest, "Gosh, I've done n^ share in cleaning op 
lie dty. I mot to tend to bnsmesi. Think 111 just kind of 
ilacken np on this G.CX. stuff now." 

He had retorned to the church as he bad returned to tht 
boosters* Gnb. He had evoi endured the lavish greeting 
irhich Sheldon Smeeth gave him. He was worried lest during 
Sis late discontent he had Imperiled his salvation. He was 
K>t quite sure there was a Heaven to be attained, but Dr. 
fohn Jennison Drew said there was, and Babbitt wu not 
SCHng to take a chance. 

One evening vrtien be was walking past Dr. Drew's parsmaga 
he impulsivdy went in and found the pastor in bis study. 

"Jus' minute — getting ^hone call," said Dr. Drew in host- 
Dess-like tcnes, then, aggressively, to the tdcphone: " To — 
lot This Berkey and Hannis? Revoend Drew apeakhtg. 
Where the dickens is tbe proof for nert Sunday's calendar? 
Huh? Y' ou^t to have it here. Well, I can't help it if tb^te 
off sickl I got to have it to-nigbt Get an AD.T. boy and 
ahoot It iq> here quick." 

He turned, without slackening his briskness. "Wdl, Brother 
Babbitt, iri»t c'n I do for you?" 

"I Just wanted to ask — Tell you how it Is, dcHi^e: Here 
a lAile ago I guess I got kind of slack. Took a few drinks 
and so on. What I wanted to ask is: Row is it if a fdlow 
cuts that bQ out and comes ba(± to his senses? Does It sort 
of, well, yoa mlg^t say, does it score against him io the long 
run?" 

The Reverend Dr. Drew was suddenly interested. "And, ttb, 
brother — the other things, too? Women?" 

'?fo, [ffactlcally, yoa ml^t s^r, practically not at all.* 
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•a>ont bealtita to tdl me, bralfaerl That% whit Vm fen 
lor. Been goiiig on Joy-rideiP Sqneedag ^A ia cub?* Tbt 



"No— DO— " ' 

'^d, III ten yoo. I've got m dcpnUtko froai the Dae' 
iUke r^ohibiticn a Joke AaBodaUoa comiiig to we ne n : 
qurter of an boor, ind one tnm tbe Aoti-Bittb<:oatral Unite 
■t a qoaiter of ten." He btafly ^anced at bfa mtdL "B; 
I am take five munitea off and pnyr with yon. Kaed r^: 
down by your chair, brother. Don't be a»ban»ed to setk bi 
Buidanceof God." 

Babbitfi scalp itdied and be kaged to See, bat Dr. Dm 
had already flon>ed down beside his desk-cfaair and has -woa 
had changed from rasping efficient to an nnctiMNB faniEnr' 
vitb sin and with the Ahni^ty. Babbitt ako kodt, wbJri 
Drew ^ted: 

"O Lord, tboa seest oar brottier here, who baa bcca is 
astray by manifiM tenptatlaaa. O Heavenly Fadwr, matt 
his heart to be por^ as pure as a little cbDd^ Ob. let ^ 
know again the joy of a manly comage to abstain from evil—' 

Sheldon Smeeth came frolicking into tbe atody. At a 
sii^t of the two men he smirked, for^vin^ patted Bafat 
CD the shoulder, and knelt beside him, his arm about h^ «^' 
be authorized Dr. Drew^ Iraprecatkiaa with moana of *^'9. 
Lord! H^ our brother, Lordl** 

Tbou^ he was trying to keep his eyes doaed, Babt- 
squinted between bis fingers and saw tbe pastor i^ance at : 
watch as he concluded with a triumphant, "And tec him arw 
be afraid to come to Us for counsel and tender care, and .; 
him know that tbe church can lead him as a little baob.'* 

Dr. Drew sprang iqt, nrfled his eyes !b tbe gOMnl t&cczxs 
of Heaven, chucked his watcb into his pocket, and 
■Oias tbe dcpaUtim come yet, Sfaddyf 

"Yep, rl^t outside," Shcldy answered, with equal 
then, caressing, to Babbitt. "Brother, if It woidd hdpL 
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love to p> ioto tbe next room and pny witb you irtiQe Dr. 
Drew is recdving the brotbera from the Don't Make PndiibU 
tion a Joke AaaocUtioa." 

"No-^to thanks— can't take the timel" yelped Babbitt, 
ruabing toward the dow. 

Tbeieafta' be was often seen at the f^«**""" Road Prcaby- 
teriao Church, but it is recxirded that he avidded shaking hands 
with the pastor at the door. 



If his moral fiber had been so weakened by rdiellioa that he 
was not quite dependable in tbe more rigwous campugna of 
the Good Gtiaena' League nor quite amiredative of the church, 
yet thne was no doubt of the joy with which Babbitt returned 
to tbe pleasures of his home and of the Athletic Club, ths 
Boosters, tbe Elks. 

Verona and Kenneth Eacott were eventually and hesitating 
married. For the wedding Babbitt was dressed as carefully as 
was Vennia; he was aanuned into the morning-coat he wore 
to teas thrice a year; and with a certain relief, after Verona 
and Kenneth had driven away in a limousine, be returned to 
the house, removed the morning coat, sat irith his aching feet 
up on tbe davaqxut, and reflected that his wife and he could 
have the living-room to themselves now, and not have to listen 
to Verona and Kenneth wcMiying, in a cultured cdlegiate man- 
ner, about Tnintmiim wagcs and the Dnma League. 

But even thi^ wnfcing into peace was less consoling than bis 
return to being one of the best-loved men in the Bcoaten' Oub. 



Preddent Willis Ijams began that Boosters' Qob hmcheon 
by standing quiet and staring at them so unhappily that thqr 
feared he was about to announce the death of a Brother 
Booster. He tpoka ikmfy tbeo, and gniv^: 
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"Boys, I hive something sbockfng to revcd to yo>; «■•• 
ddng terrible ibout one of oar own mendtcfs." 

Several Boottets, including Babbitt, kxAed (UKoaectted. 

"A knight bf the gr^, a trusted friend of mine, noaair 
made a trip iq>-8tate, and in a certain toirn, iriiere a cntsa 
Booster spent bis boyhood, he found out aomething wMdi caa 
no longer be concealed. In hct, be discovered the iammi 
nature of a man whom we have accqtted as a Real Gojr and ai 
one of us. Geotlemen, I cannot trust my voice to aqr it, *• 
I have written it down." 

He uncovered a large blackboard and on It, In huge cifitaK 
VBS the l^end: 

George Fdlanibee Babbitt— oh you FoDyl 

Hie Boosters cheered, th^ lau^ied, tb^ wept, tbqr threw 
tolls at Babbitt, they cried, "Speech, speedil Ob yon FoDy" 

President I jams amtinued: 

"That, gentlemen, is the awful thing Georgie Babbitt fcai 
been concealing all these jrean, idien we thoo^t be waa jmf 
plain Gewge F. Now I want you to tdl us, taking {t fai tVK, 
what srouVe always siqipcaed the F. stood for." 

Flivver, they suggested, and Frog-face and Flathead asc 
Farinaceous and Freeaone and Flapdoodle and Fo^iom. E> 
the Joviality of their insults Babbitt knew that he hMl bm 
taken bac^ to their hearts, and happOy be rose. 

"Boys, IVe got to admit it I've never worn a wrfat-watd. 
or parted my name in the middle, but I wiD confess to 'F'\- 
lansbee.' My only justificatitn is that niy old c 
otherwise he was perfectly sane, and packed an awful i 
when it came to trimming the City Fellers at c 
ine after the famQy doc, old Dr. Anri>ra«e FoUansbee. I apoi- 
ogize, boys. In my not wfaat-dVou-call-it III see to H th« 
X get named something really practical — something 6iat aowae 
Bwell and yet Is good and virDe— somet hing , (n fact, ttc thK 
grand old name so familiar to every bousdiold — that bdld anc 
ahnoat overpowering name, WOUb Jlmjans IJamal" 
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He knew by tbe dieer tint he wu lecive again and popniw; 
be knfw that he would bo mtxc endangT Ui secority and pop* 
^■hifty br atn^ing from the Clan of Good FcOows. 



^nty Thatapaon dashed into tbe olSct, damning, "Georgel 
Big news] Jake OSutt aayt the Traction Bunch are dissatisfied 
'with the way Sandera, Torr^ and Wing bandied their last 
deal, and tb^'re willing to dicker with ml" 

Babbitt was pleased in the realization that the last scar 
of his rdwllion was healed, yet as be drove home he was an- 
noyed by such backpoond tboogbts as bad never weakened 
bim in bis days of belligerent conformity. He discovered that 
be actually did not ooasidci tbe Traction groap quite honest. 
'^dl, he'd carry out one more deal for them, but as soon aa 
It was ^ffBcticable, ma$^ as toon as old Heniy Thompson died, 
he'd break away fnun aB association with them. He waa 
forty-ei^t; in twdve years he'd be six^; be wanted to leave 
m clean business to his grandchildren. Couiae there was a 
lot of mosey in negotiating for the Traction people, and a fel- 
low had to look at things in a practical way, aafy — " He 
jfriggled uncomf cvtably. He wanted to tdl the Traction poiqi 
•diat be thought of thm. "Oh, be cooMnt do it, not now. 
If be offended them this secotd time, they would crush him. 
Bat—" 

He was conscious that his line of progress seemed conhaed. 
Be wondered what he would do mth bis future. He was stm 
young; was be throu^ with all adventuring? He fdt that 
he bad been trapped Into tlie very net from nbicb be had with 
«iich fury esc^ed and, sapnmat jest of all, been made to 
rejoice in the trapping. 

"Ili^'ve Ikked me; Uded me to a fiidshl** he iriunpercd. 

The house was peaceful, that evening, and be enjoyed a 
game of pinochle with bia wife. He faidigDanUy told tbe 
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Teo^ter that he was oraitent to do things in the good oU 

lashioned way. The day after, he went to see the pim^iasiag- 
agent of the Street Traction Caaapany and they made plan 
In the secret purchase of lots along the Evansti»i Road. Bnt 
a he drove to his office he struggled, "I'm going to run thingi 
and figure out thin^ to suit mysdf-— when I retire." 



Ted had come down from the University for the i 
Though he no longer ^>oke of mechanical cn^oeoing and 
though he was reticent about his opinion of his instnictota, he 
seemed no more reconciled to college, and his duet interest 
was his wireless telef^uie set. | 

On Saturday evening he took Eunice IJttlefield to a dance i 
at Devon Woods. Babbitt had a glinq»e of her, bouncing is i 
the seat of the car, brilliant in a scarlet cloak over a fnxt j 
of thinnest creamy silk. They two had not returned when 
the Babbitts went to bed, at half-^tast deven. At a blurred 
indefinite time of late ni^t Babbitt was awakened by the ring 
of the telq)hone and gloomily crawled downstairs. Howard 
littlefield was ^>eaking: 

"George, Euny isn't back yeL Is Ted?" 

"No — at least his door is opea — " I 

"They ou^t to be home. Eunice said the dance would be 
over at midnight. What's the name of those peof^e where 
they're going?" 

"Why, gosh, tell the truth, I dont know, Howard. It's j 
some classmate of Ted's, out in Devon Woods. Doo't see 
iriiat we can do. Wait, 111 sk^ vp and ask Myra if she kiwwi I 
their name." 

Babbitt turned on the li^t in Ted's room. It was a \xcm , 
bqyish room; disordered dresser, worn books, a hi^i-schoa: | 
pennant, photographs of basket-ball teams and h">iMiii teams, 
Ted was decidedly not thexe. 
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Mn. Babbitt, awakened, iiritably <d»erved that she certainly 
did not know the name of Ted's hoet, that it was late, thfrt 
Howard Littlefield was but little betta than a bom fool, and 
that she was sleepy. But she lemained awake and wonying 
friiile Babbitt, oa the slec^Hsg-porch, stnig^ed back Into dtep 
through the incessant soft rain of ber ronarks. It was after 
dawn when he was aroused by her shaking him and calling 
"Georgel Georgel" in something like horror. 
"Wha— wha— what is it?" 
"Come here quick and see. Be quiet I" 
She led him down the ball to the dow of Ted's room and 
pushed it gently optsa. On the worn brown rug be saw a froth 
i»f rose-colored cblffcm lingerie; on the sedate Moiria chair a 
girl's ulver slipper. And on the pillows were two sleepy heads 
— ^Ted's and Eunice's. 

Ted woke to grin, and to mutto: frith \mc<Kivlndng d^ance, 
'Good momingi Let me introduce my wife — Mrs. Theodore 
Roosevelt Eunice Littlefield Babbitt, ^uiress." 

"Good GodI" from Babbitt, and from bis wife a long wailing, 
"You've gone and — " 

"We got married last evening. Wifel St up and say a 
pretQr good morning to mother-in-law." 

But Eunice hid her ahoulden and her fh^rming wild hair 
under the pillow. 

By nine o'clock the assembly which was gathered dxnit Ted 
and Eunice in the living-room included Mr. and Mrs. George 
Babbitt, Dr. and Mis. Howard Littlefidd, Mr. and Mrs. Ken- 
neth Escott, Mr. and Mrs. Henry T. Thompson, and Tinka 
Babbitt, who was the only pleased member of the inquisitioa. 
A crackling shower of phrases filled the room; 
"At thdr age — " "Ought to be annulled — " "Never 
beard of such a thing in — " "Fault of both of them and — " 
"Keep it out of the p^ien — ** "Ou^t to be packed off to 
school — " "Do something about It at once, and •wbMt I taiy 
^f^" "Damn good old-faabioned ^tanking — " 



D.n.iized by Google 



400 BABBITT 

Wont of them all ma Verona. "Tedt Some wty mmit be 
foand to malce you -andeistamd how dreadfoUy serious this i^ 
tetead of standing erotrnd vith that siUy fooliah tmiU oa yov 
facel" 

He began to revolt. "Gee whittakan, Rone, yon got mar 
lied youradf, didn't youP" 

"That's entirely differait.'' 

"You bet it isl They (Kdnt have to work od Eu and me 
with a chain and tackle to get us to bold haodsl " 

"Xow, young man, we'll have no more fl^jpant^f" fdd Hauy 
Tbon^non ordered. "You listm to me." 

"You listen to Grandfather!" said Verona. 

"Yes, listen to your Grandfather!" said Mrs. BabtntL 

"Ted, yon listen to Mr. Thompson!" said Howard Lit6e> 
field. 

"Ob, iar the love o' Mike, I am listening!" Ted shouted. 
"But you look here, all of you! I'm getting sick aad tired 
of being the corpse in this post mortem! If you want to kill 
somebody, go kin the preacher that married us! Why, be stung 
me five dollars, and all the money I had in the wwld was six 
dollars and two bits. I'm getting just about enouf^ of bong 
hollered at I" 

A new vfHce, booming, authoritative, dominated the room. 
It was Babbitt. "Yuh, there's too dam many putting fai their 
Oart Rone, you dry up. Howard and I are still pretty strong, 
and able to do our own cussing. Ted, come into the diniog- 
toom and well talk this over." 

In the dmin^room, the door firm^ dosed, Babbitt walked 
to bis son, put Ixith hands on his shouhlers. "You're more or 
kss right. They all talk too much. Now wbat do yon plan 
to do, old man?" 

"Gosh, dad, are you really going to be human?" 

"Wdl, I— Remember one time you called us 'the Bafabatt 
men' and said we ougjit to stick together? I want to. I don't 
pretend to think this isn't serieos. The way the cards are 
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itacked igunst b ycpimg feQow bnJay, Z can't s^ I a;^rove of 
early marriages. But you couldn't have married a better giil 
than Eunice; and my I figure it, Littlefield is dam lud^ to 
get a Babbitt for a aon-in-lawl But what do jran plan to do? 
Course you oould go ri^t ahead with the U., and when you'd 
fittiahed — " 

"Dad, I can't stand it any more. Maybe it's all ri^t fat 
some fdlows. Maybe 111 want to go back some day. But me, 
I want to get into mechanics. I think I'd get to be a good 
inventor. There's a fellow that would give me twenty dollars 
a week in a factory ri^t now." 

"Well — " Babbitt crossed the floor, slowly, ponderously, 
seeming a little old. 'Tve always wanted jrou to have a col- 
lege d^ree." He meditatively stan^>ed across the floor again. 
"But I've never — Now, for heaven's sake, don't repeat this 
to your mother, or she'd remove what little hair I've got left, ; 
bat practically, I've never done a sin^ thing I've wanted to 
in my iriiole life) I don't know 'a I've accomplished anything 
eicept just get along. 1 figure out I've made about a quarter 
of anlnch out of a possible hundred rods. Well, maybe you'll 
cany things on further. I dont know. But I do get a kind 
of sneaking pleasure out of the taxX that you knew what you 
wanted to do and did it. WeD, those folks in there will try 
to bully you, and tame you down. Tell 'em to go to the devU] 
III back you. Take your factmy job, if you want to. Dont 
be scared of the family. No, nor all of Zenith. Nor of your- 
self, the way I've ben. Go ahead, old mani The world is 
yoursl" 

Arms about each other's shoulders, the Babbitt men marched 
Into the living-rwun and faced the swooping family. 
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